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Your    Present 
Ice-Box 

The  cooling  tank  it  placed  in 
the  ice  chamber  instead  oj  ice 
in  your  present  ice-box.  The 
mechanical  unit  is  placed  in  the 
basement  or  some  .other  out-of- 
the-way  place. 


c0c&  <r  TYudic  Refrigeration, 


Goblin 


CANADIAN   SCHOOL  OF  AVIATION 

304  STAIR  BLDG.,  TORONTO 

Dear  Sirs: 

Kindly   send  immediately  your  free  booklet  on  Commercial  Aviation.     It  is  understood  that  this'request  places  me 
under  no  obligation, 

NAME 

ST.  ADDRESS CITY 
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Mr.  Rabbit:  "You  may  bring  lhc\ehildren  out  now.  my  dear;  the  danger  ha,  passed." 


VOLUME  VII 


TORONTO,  JANUARY,  1927 


NUMBER  5 


The  Elements  of  Success 

I'm  giving  a  party,  a  bird  of  a  party; 

The  cards  say  it  comes  off  at  ten. 
So  just  about  twelve  o'clock,  which  is  more  hearty, 
The  guests  will  start  coming  in,  when 
They've  sat  through  a  play 
Or  a  dull  cabaret 
Or  from  dinner  and  bridge  they  have  broken  away. 
My,  dear,  there'll  be  millions  of  men! 

I'm  giving  a  party,  a  party  most  snappy; 

There'll  be  twenty  stags  to  each  hen. 
(It's  great  how  a  father  can  make  a  girl  happy 
With  only  a  check,  ink  and  pen.)  , 
We're  serving  champagne, 
Fair  weather  or  rain. 
The  stag  line  will  cut  in  again  and  again 

My  dear,  there'll  be  oodles  of  men!  - — F.  D. 


Obedience 

A  man  once  walked  into  the  office  of  a  very  busy 
doctor.  He  started  to  say  something,  but  the  doc 
interrupted    him    with: 

"What  do  you  mean  by  coming  into  this  office 
like  that?     Go  and  strip  off  your  clothes  at  once!" 

"But  I  have — "  began  the  man.  But  the  doctor 
exclaimed: 

"I  tell  you  I  am  a  very  busy  man  and  have  no 
time  to  waste!  My  examinations  are  foremost  with 
me!     Go  and  take  off  your  clothes!" 

The  man  left  the  room  in  haste  and  soon  came  in, 
stripped. 

"What  I  wanted  to  say,"  said  the  man,  "is  that 
I  have  come  to  collect  your  grocery  bill." 


C^A^FA^artJ-ir 


The  Old-Fashioned  Way 

'How  did  you  come  into  this  country?" 
"By  air." 
'Flying  machine?" 
"No,  stor\." 
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MADEUAMOS- 


Hostess  trying  to  entertain:  "Now  children,  suppose  We  play  "London 
Bridge." 

Peter  (nine  and  very  bored):  "Splendid!  What  are  your  conventions?" 


Hats 


Hats  that  suggest  the  wearer  is 
a  luscious  little  doll  when,  in 
truth,  she  is  nothing  of  the  sort; 
hats  that  are  three  sizes  too  small 
and  are  constantly  being  blown 
off;  high,  square-crowned  derbies 
worn  by  octogenarians;  tapering 
silk  hats  worn  by  Kansas  City 
Beau  Brummels;  ancient  straw 
hats,  bronzed  by  time,  that  hang 
in  the  hall  closet;  wide-brimmed 
black  fedoras;  pearl  grey  bowers 
that  reek  of  Bond  Street;  bell- 
shaped  opera  hats  cocked  over 
one  ear;  pale,  soft  grey  hats, 
tilted  on  the  back  of  the  head; 
enormous  panama  hats  turned 
down  over  enormous  black  mous- 


taches; green  velour  hats  splashed 
with  pheasant  feathers;  cinnamon- 
hued  derbies  hiding  glistening, 
hairless  pates;  curved-brimmed 
stove-pipe  beavers,  brushed  the 
wrong  way;  fuzzy  purple  hats 
above  ebony-coloured  faces  and 
pearly  teeth;  conical,  white  felt 
hats  that  are  spun  about  circus 
rings;  innocent-looking  top-hats, 
from  which  are  produced  miles  of 
paper  ribbon,  balloons,  rabbits 
and  guinea  pigs;  new  boating 
straws  with  blazing  college  bands; 
hats  that  float  along  the  London 
embankment. 

— C.   G.  Shaw. 


Locked  in  Again 

"Hello,  Bill,  I  thought  you  woudl 
be  out  to  see  the  boys  last  night," 
said  the  gunman.  "The  gang  want 
to  hear  how  you  busted  your  way 
out  of  the  pen." 

"I  couldn't  get  there,"  replied 
the  escaped  convict  in  a  gloomy 
voice.   "My  wife  wouldn't  let  me 

out  of  the  house." 

*  *        * 

You  Know  What  Thrs. 

An  elderly  Greek  had  a  Mrs. 

In  love  with  a  boy  named  Ulrs. 
The  jealous  old  spouse 
Threw  her  out  of  the  house, 

And  Mrs.  now  Mrs.  her  Krs. 

— K.  S. 

*  *      * 

Hopeful  Sign 

"Tom  Mix  and  his  wonder 
horse,  Tony,  are  featured  this 
week  in  "The  Yankee  Senor." 
Tom  shows  careful  training  in 
some  of  the  stunts,  in  which 
he  exercizes  almost  human  in- 
telligence." — Texas  paper. 
Those  who  despair  of  the  movies 

please  note. 

*      *      * 

Br-r-r-r-r ! 

"WAR  VETERAN  AND  WIFE 

ON  LONG  HIKE  Wear  Nothing 

But  Arch   Preserver  Shoes. 

—West   Plains   (Mo.)    Quill— 

(heading). 

Shocking  example  of  U.S.    neglect 

of  her  heroes! 


Making  Hey -Hey  While  the 
Sun  Shines. 


G9BLIN 


rGOBMNjS^ 


TORONTO 

\N^    Hand  Painted  by 

X  mcAKDo^ 

(AFTER  HAVING    16  SNORTS  •) 
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THE  YARNS  OP  "HELL'S  BELLS  O  NEIL 


/"")NE  way  of  getting  out  of  the 
War,"  says  "Hell's  Bells" 
O'Neil,  "was  to  land  on  a  Hun 
aerodrome  and  get  taken  prisoner. 
Of  course  you  burned  your  ma- 
chine with  the  flare  provided  for 
such  purposes,  and  after  that  no 
one  could  tell  whether  you  had 
trouble  with  the  engine  or  cold 
feet.  Another  way  was  to  get 
transferred  to  duty  at  the  Air 
Ministry.  There  wasn't  so  much 
doubt  in  that  case.  I've  got  no 
quarrel  to  pick  with  some  of  the 
Bolo  Boys  for  they  had  copped  a 
fair  blistering  of  wounds  and  de- 
served a  rest.  By  the  same  token, 
there  were  some  who  were  just 
plain  yellow.  Take  it  or  leave  it — 
you  know  my  address,  and  there 
are  a  few  pilots  left  who'll  back  it 
with  me. 

"Jack  Delaney  is  one  of  them. 
Jack  had  a  way  with  a  Vickers 
that  was  cute.  Let  him  get  a  bus 
in  the  outer  circle  of  his  ring  sight 
and  the  bus  got  hit — right  through 
the  pilot's  seat.  But  Jack  wasn't 
so  clever  as  a  pilot.  He 
could  fly,  of  course,  but  he 
was  a  bit  sloppy  and  slow 
• — if  you  follow  me. 

"One  day  he  got  caught 
properly  at  sixteen  thou- 
sand. He  burned  one  Hun 
but  three  more  dropped  on 
him  and  shot  him  twice 
through  the  left  arm  and 
tore  up  the  calf  of  his  leg. 
He  must've  fainted  for  a 
moment — which  probably 
saved  his  life — for  he 
flopped  and  staggered 
down  in  a  falling  leaf. 
Mac  Pherson  went  after 
him  and  scattered  the 
Huns,  but  Jack  was  gone. 
At  least  we  thought  he 
was.  But  Mac  followed  on 
and  saw  him  snub  into  a 
Hun  'drome  and  land  on 
one  wing  and  his  nose.  It 
comforted  us  somewhat, 
but     we     never     got     the 


By  James  Warner  Bellah 

Golf  at  the  Air  Ministry 

whole  story  until  Jack  came  back 
six  months  later. 

"He  wasn't  hurt  in  the  landing 
and  after  the  Jerry  M.O.  had 
fixed  his  arm  and  leg  up  somewhat, 
the  Hun  squadron  gave  him  the 
courtesy  of  their  mess  and  got  him 
properly  drunk,  as  we  all  used  to 
do,  to  see  whether  or  not  he'd  spill 
some  dope  that  their  Intelligence 
could  work  on.  He  had  a  hell  of  a 
fine  time  for  three  days,  but  he 
wouldn't  talk,  so  they  sent  him 
back  presently  to  Lazaret  VI  in 
Cologne.  He  was  there  until  he 
healed  up,  then  they  sent  him  to 
Mainz.  I  don't  remember  the  name 
of  the  camp  he  got  away  from,  but 
three  of  them  pulled  loose  one 
night  and  started  for  Holland. 
You've  all  read  Pat  O'Brien's 
stuff.  It  was  a  long,  hard  pull  and 
one  of  them  got  drilled,  but  Jack 
and  the  other  made  the  frontier 
and  got  across. 

"In    Rotterdam  Jack  met  some 


"I've  £i'//e</  a  few  men  in  my  life,  and  so  help  me  God, 
I'll  smash  this  through  your  rotten  skull  if  you  don't  sit 
down  at  that  desk  and  write  me  out  the  necessary  forms." 


friends  who  gave  him  a  misfit  outfit 
of  mismatched  mufti  and  smuggled 
him  off  to  England  on  a  tramp 
steamer.  He  had  no  money  nor 
clothes  and  he  was  still  gazetted 
as  a  prisoner  of  war.  He  lands  at 
Charing  Cross  feeling  like  the 
prodigal  son,  and  blows  up  to  the 
Air  Ministry  expecting  at  least 
that  they  would  be  less  unmannerly 
than  usual  and  would  give  him  some 
back  pay  and  a  new  uniform  allow- 
ance and  a  couple  of  weeks'  leave. 
"The  Information  Desk  sends 
him  to  twenty  or  thirty  wrong 
rooms  in  different  parts  of  the 
Cecil  until  finally,  somewhat  foot- 
sore, he  arrived  at  the  right  room. 
There  is  a  sergeant  in  the  ante- 
room who  stares  at  him  coldly  and 
says  something  about  civilians  hav- 
ing to  have  appointments  with 
Major  Ponsonby-Phelps-Cork- 

screw  before  they  can  see  him. 
Jack  says  he's  not  a  civilian  and 
the  sergeant  asks  for  credentials  to 
prove  it.  Jack  has  none,  of  course, 
so  the  sergeant  shrugs  and  prepares 
to  let  it  go.  Jack  gets  mad. 
'Look  here,  you  four-eyed, 
typewriting  wart.  Hop  in 
and  tell  Major  Whatsis- 
name  that  Lieutenant  De- 
laney— second  lieutenant, 
mind  you — wants  so  see 
him.' 

"The  sergeant  hops,  of 
course.  But  he  comes  out 
presently  and  asks  Jack  if 
he  will  wait  a  few  minutes 
as  the  Major  is  engaged. 
Also,  if  he  will  state  his 
business  in  writing,  it  will 
facilitate  matters.  Jack  is 
so  mad  he  can't  think 
straight,  but  he  puts  down 
'Business —  transportation 
funds'  on  the  card  and  sits 
down  to  wait.  He  waits 
three-quarters  of  an  hour, 
then  he  sends  in  another 
chit,  thinking  the  first  has 
been  forgotten.  The  ser- 
geant   says    the    Major    is 
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still  engaged.  Jack  waits 
another  half-hour  and  another. 
Finally,  after  two  hours  on  the 
bench,  the  sergeant  tells  him  that 
Major  Ponsonby-Phelps-Whizbang 
will  not  be  able  to  see  him  until 
after  luncheon.  At  that,  Jack  goes 
berserker,  having  no  money  to  buy 
his  own  luncheon  in  addition  to  his 
other  troubles.  He  pushes  the 
sergeant  into  a  waste  paper  basket 
and  slams  open  the  inner  door. 

"There  is  a  wingless  major  and 
a  wingless  colonel  swinging  golf 
clubs  at  rolled  up  bits  of  paper  on 
the  carpet.  Jack  doesn't  under- 
stand the  new  Air  Force  uniform 
they've  got  on,  which  looks  more 
or  less  like  the  Polish  Army  beside 
the  old  R.F.C.  outfit,  but  he  does 
understand  that  these  two  birds 
are  healthy,  have  no  wound  stripes 
nor  any  other  kind  of  war  adver- 
tising. The  Major  stares  at  him. 
'  'Well,  sir,  and  who  are  you?' 

"Jack  splutters  and  froths  at  the 
mouth.  'I'm  Second  Lieutenant 
Delaney  of  the  Blink  Blank  Squad- 
ron— reporting  in  from  Germany.' 
'  'Germany?'  says  the  Major, 
'Where  is  your  uniform?  And  what 
do  you  mean  by  pushing  into  this 
office  without  being  announced?' 

"Jack  goes  completely  crazy. 
He  levels  his  finger  at  the  Ground 
Hog  and  yells  at  him,  'Listen  to  me, 
you  fourflushing  nisnomer.  I  don't 
know  whether  I  am  going  to  break 
your  neck  first  or  your  ankle. 
Fve  been  shot  down  and  taken 
prisoner.  I've  been  six  months  in  a 
Hun  strafe  camp.  Fve  escaped.  I 
got  out  of  Holland  before  I  was 
listed  and  reverted  to  a  non- 
combatant  category.  I'm  here 
without  a  cent  or  a  uniform.  I've 
got  a  squadron  in  France  I  want  to 
go  back  to.  That's  my  story — you 
yellow-streaked,  golf-playing 

Strand  galloper!'  ' 

'You're  under  arrest!'  says  the 
Colonel.  Jack  turns  on  him.  'I'll 
see  you  in  hell  first,  you  damned 
slacker.  You  can  fork  over  with 
transportation  and  a  clothing 
allowance  now,  or  I'll  knock  your 
heads  together  and  spill  the  story 
to   Horatio   Bottomley   with   both 


"That  youngster  seems  to  take  a  great  interest  in  his  geography  lessons." 
"Yes,  he's  planning  to  be  a  popular  song  writer  when  he  grows  up." 


your  names  on  the  front  page!  I 
don't  want  any  leave — I'm  not 
asking  for  a  damned  thing  but 
money  that's  due  me — ' 

'  'Get  out!'  yells  the  Major. 

"Jack  jumps  at  him  and  grabs 
the  golf  club.  'Now  listen,'  he  says, 
'I've  killed  a  few  men  in  my  life, 
and  so  help  me  God,  I'll  smash  this 
through  your  rotten  skull  if  you 
don't  sit  down  at  that  desk  and 
write  me  out  the  necessary  forms. 
You  can  stand  over  at  the  window 
while  he's  doing  it,'  he  says  to  the 
Colonel. 

"Well,  they  see  a  sort  of  red  look 
in  his  eye,  so  they  move  and  move 
fast.  Fifteen  minutes  later  every- 
thing is  ready  for  him.  The  Major 
glares  at  him  and  starts  to  speak, 
but  before  he  can  say  anything, 
Jack  says,  'And  now  forget  it. 
You  won't  make  fools  of  your- 
selves before  your  own  sergeant, 
I'm  sure.'  And  he  opens  the  door 
as  sweet  as  you  please,  and  so  (that 
the  sergeant  outside  can  hear  him, 
he  clicks  his  heels,  salutes  and  says, 
'Thank  you,  sir,  for  your  courtesy 
in  this  matter.  I'm  very  much 
obliged  to  you  both.'  And  he  goes 
— leaving  them  speechless  with 
their  mouths  hanging  open  a  foot. 


"Oh,  dear!"  says  "Hell's  Bells," 
it  was  an   annoying   war — which 
reminds  me  of  Dizzy  Jones'  Court 
Martial." 

(In  February.) 

*  *        * 

Impossible! 

Marriage  License  Clerk:  "But, 
lady,  the  law  requires  that  I 
record  all  previous  marriages  before 
issuing  a  new  license?" 

Movie  Actress:    "Good  Heavens! 

and  I've  a  taxi  waiting  outside!" 

*  *        * 

Economies 

Auto  Salesman  (desperately) : 
"But,  madam,  if  you  take  this  car 
we  will  put  your  initials  on  it  free 
of  charge?" 

Mrs.  Tom  Saver:  "But  my 
husband  says  it's  not  the  initial 
cost  that  counts  but  the  upkeep!" 

*  *        * 

"This  being  good  is  what  I  hate," 
The  corkscrew  said.      "I'm  glad 
I'm  not 
Where     I     could     get     by     going 
straight, 
And    look    at    all    the    pull   I've 
got!" 
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THE  NEWSPAPER  BOYS 

57^1  BOND  BOY 


"^EWSPAPER  men  are  the 
|most  interesting  people  in 
the  world."  Where  have  you  heard 
that  before?  This  legend  has  be- 
come part  of  the  credo  of  the 
reading  public  in  nine-tenths  of 
the  corners  of  the  globe.  It  is  a 
handy  proverb  not  difficult  to  take 
when  swallowed  whole.  It  is  a 
legend  which  has  been  engendered 
and  kept  in  a  lively  state  for  years 
by  ex-reporters  and  editors  now 
turned  novelists  and  short-story 
writers.  It  conjures  to  one's  mind 
the  romantic  glamour  of  midnight 
assignments,  trains  caught,  scoops 
accomplished,  the  hurried  transfer 
of  human  emotions  onto  paper  to 
catch  an  implacable  "deadline." 
Consider  the  variety  of  interesting 
people  who  contribute  to  the  news- 
paperman's personality — bankers, 
opera  singers,  burglars,  business 
women,  writers — yea,  even  bond 
boys.  The  legend  is  all  right. 
The  pitiful  thing  about  it  is  that 
the  newspapermen  themselves  have 

fallen  for  it. 

*        *        * 

Legends  flourish  where  they  are 
needed  and  the  newspaper  boys 
need  a  good  strapping  legend  if 
any  one  ever  did.  Newspaper 
reporters  are  not  born  that  way. 
True,  they  start  developing  pro- 
clivities early  in  life  when  they 
first  hear  of  the  newspaper  game. 
At  a  rough  guess  20  per  cent,  of  the 
heroes  of  high  school  boys  are  news- 
paper figures.  Soon  many  lads 
develop  an  ambition  to  be  known  as 
"Harvey  of  the  Sun,"  "Peters  of  the 
World,"  or  "Jackson,  the  hardest- 
boiled  city  editor  in  the  country." 
Once  the  victim  is  infected  the 
disease  spreads  rapidly.  One  of  the 
first  symptoms  is  a  rabid  craving 
for  newspaper  stories.  A  com- 
panion symptom  and  a  very  im- 
portant one  is  the  desire  to  write 
the  truth  about  life;  it  is  early 
manifested  by  high  school  verse 
and  a  systematic  assault  upon  the 
short  story  magazines  of  the  con- 


Goblin  gets  a  great  kick  out  of 
this  opportunity  to  exhibit  an 
unbiased  mind  in  publishing  this 
interesting  reply  to  Gregory 
Clark's  article  in  our  December 
issue,  "The  Bond  Boys."  Mr. 
DuVal's  article,  we  have  no 
hesitation  in  saying,  will  be  read 
with  interest  by  representatives  of 
both  the  world  of  finance  and  the 
press. 


tinent.  Oh,  they  are  fine  crusading 
days!  It  is  too  bad  that  the  hour 
when  the  first  reportorial  job  is 
landed  should  be  at  once  their 
climax  and  denouement. 

The  truck  that  injured  the  boy 
on  Blimp  Street  was  just  a  delivery 
truck.  It  might  have  belonged  to 
one  of  the  largest  departmental 
stores  in  town,  whose  advertise- 
ments fill  a  page  daily.  Of  course, 
it  might  not.  No  one  will  ever 
know.  The  man  who  was  really  to 
blame  for  that  nasty  case  in  the 
suburbs  might  have  been  a  political 
candidate  favoured  by  a  certain 
newspaper,  or  he  might  not.  No 
one  will  ever  know.  That  human 
interest  story  may  have  called  for 
the  treatment  of  a  Dreiser  or  a 
Hergesheimer,  but  the  "what,  when 
who  and  where"  formula  must  be 
followed.  All  this  is  not  without 
its  effect  on  the  virgin  conscience 
of  the  cub  reporter.  Naturally  he 
falls  back  on  the  legend.  He  also 
takes  one  other  step. 


V^OUNG  journalists  are  tender 
buds  and  blight  attacks  them 
easily.  It  is  not  then  surprising 
that  the  more  seasoned  newspaper 
boys  have  developed  for  themselves 
a  defensive  armour,  which  consists 
of  a  helmet  of  shop  talk  held 
together  with  such  bolts  as  the 
words,  "the  Old  Man,"  "a  stick  and 
a  half  story,"  "a  scoop,"  and  a 
half  a  hundred  other  generally  un- 
intelligible phrases.  There  is  a 
fine  breast-plate  of  wordly  wisdom. 
(There  never  existed  a  newspaper 
man  who  did  not  know  the  inside 
story  on  everything  from  civic 
politics  to  murder.)  There  are 
greaves  of  self-consciously  careless 
haberdashery  and  a  mighty  lance 
of  he-masculinity — newspaper  men 
eat  in  armchair  lunches  when  on  a 
story.  In  all  this  patent  defiance 
who  shall  say  that  there  is  not  a 
spark  of  envy  for  the  golden 
existence  of  the  bond  boy? 

There  is  no  type  of  human  being 
so  arrogant  as  your  seasoned  news- 
paper boy.  The  world  of  his 
fellow  men  is  a  gigantic  field  of 
"copy."  Individuals  are  merely 
puppets  to  play  under  double 
column  heads  or  in  obscure  corners 
among  the  advertisements,  accord- 
ing to  their  importance.  Without 
this  attitude  the  newspaper  boy 
would  be  a  subject  for  sympathy. 
We  must  forbear  to  laugh  at  the 
pathos  of  the  unfinished  novel  in 
the  desk  at  home.  We  must  not 
dwell  too  long  upon  the  high  white 
flame  which  now  turns  into  an  effic- 
ient acetylene  torch  for  the  glorific- 
ation of  commerce. 

Newspaper  men  should  be  "the 
most  interesting  people  in  the 
world."  Their  varied  contacts  give 
them  an  opportunity  of  sizing  up 
life  from  a  bird's-eye  view.  Per- 
haps the  trouble  is  that  the  bird  is 
flying  at  such  a  terrific  rate  of 
speed  that  true  impressions  are 
difficult.  Perhaps  the  bird  soars 
at  so  lofty  a  height  that  mortals  on 
the  earth  below  take  on  the  appear- 
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ance  of  ants.  How  can  a  poor  bond 
boy  tell?  He  must  fall  back  on  the 
easy  attitude  of  regarding  them  as 
a  pathological  study,  at  once 
pathetic  and  vivid — but  at  least, 
human. 

Announcement 

Not  yet  made  by  the  promoters  of 
station  CNRT. 

Ladies  and  gentlemen,  many  of 
you  who  have  taken  pleasure  in  our 
concerts  have  come  to  regard  this 
station  as  one  of  the  most  interest- 
ing on  the  continent.  We  ourselves 
take  pride  in  the  radio  service  we 
are  rendering,  but  are  always 
anxious  to  hear  from  listeners-in  in 
all  parts  of  the  continent.  It  is 
only  by  suggestions  that  we  are 
able  to  keep  in  touch  with  the 
public.  In  response  to  a  flood  of 
recent  inquiries  we  hasten  to  re- 
mind our  patrons  that  in  addition 
to  our  complete  broadcast  con- 
certs we  maintain  as  an  added 
convenience  a  complete  transpor- 
tation service  from  coast  to  coast. 
We  may  say  that  we  believe  our- 
selves to  be  the  only  radio  station 
that  maintains  a  railway  in  addition 
to  its  broadcasting  station. 

The  advantages  of  such  a  service 
can  well  be  realized.  Many  who 
regard  applause  cards  as  a  nuisance 
will  prefer  to  step  down  to  our 
nearest  station,  hop  aboard  one  of 
our  applause  specials  and  be  borne 
speedily  to  Toronto,  where  they 
may  personally  congratulate  the 
artist  that  won  their  appreciation. 
On  the  other  hand,  those  whose 
radio  sets  reproduce  our  concerts 
with  too  much  volume  will  find  the 
railway  a  valuable  adjunct.  By 
booking  a  stateroom  on  the  Con- 
tinental Limited,  they  can,  by  a 
process  of  trial  and  error,  find  a 
suitable  post  from  which  to  enjoy 
the  peerless  recitals.  Again,  per- 
sons affected  by  tenors  singing 
about  going  south  to  dear  old 
Dixie  will  find  a  speedy  method  of 
relieving  this  inhibition  at  our 
ticket  offices,  which  are  provided 
at  suitable  distances  along  the 
line.  Remember,  CNRT  is  the 
first  broadcasting  station  to  main- 
tain a  transportation  service. 


Success  Assured 

"The  correspondent,  as  well  as 
the  entire  town  and  county, 
extend  the  best  wishes  and 
success  to  this  happy  pair. 
There  is  not  the  least  doubt  in 
any  mind  that  they  will  succeed 
socially  as  well  as  financially, 
as  each  has  an  unequivocal 
sense  of  ubiquity." 

—  Wapello  (Iowa)  Republican. 

andy  faculty  in  these  mad  days. 


Horrible! 

"The  Renton  Gun  Club  will 
hold  another  shoot  this  Sunday 
at  their  traps  on  Smithers  Field. 
The  shooting  will  start  about 
nine  o'clock  and  will  continue  as 
long  as  anyone  is  left  to  shoot." 
— Renton  (Wash.)  Gazette. 
Brutal  pastimes  in  the  woolly 
West. 


"Granny,  this  egg  is  bad." 
"Why,    dearie,    what    makes  you 
think  that?" 

"A  little  bird  told  me." 


Forestry 

Nature  Lover  (gazing  at  tree): 
"Ah,  wonderful  oak,  if  you  could 
but  speak,  what  word  would  you 
say  unto  me?" 

Forest  Ranger:  "Say,  guy,  if 
that  tree  could  talk  it'd  say,  'I 
ain't    no    oak,    you    sap,     I'm    a 

spruce.'  ' 

*        *        * 

In  German  Class:  Are  you  snor- 
ing in  class,  Mr.  Giddle,  or  are 
you  reading  to-day's  lesson? 


12 


Goblin 


Vol.  7,    No.  5 

January 
1927 


Published  monthly  by  the  Goblins,  Limited,  10  Adelaide  to   foreign    countries,    $3.75   a    year.       Manuscripts    and 

St.  East,  Toronto  2,  Canada.      Copyright  registered  1926.  drawings  can  be  returned   only   when   sufficient   postage 

Subscription  $3.00per  year  in  advance  to  any  address  in  is  enclosed.     The  editor  reserves  the  right  to  make  alter* 

Canada  and  the  U.S.A.;   to  Great  Britain,  $3.50  a  year;  ations  as  he  sees  fit  in  all  manuscripts  submitted. 

Managing  Editor — J.  E.  McDougall 


25c  a  copy 
$3.00  a  year 


®f)e  ©Ear  of  Canadian  Snbepenbence 


l^OT  very  many  days  ago,  an  Englishman  in  a 
Toronto  vaudeville  theatre  attempted  to  present 
an  impersonation  of  Queen  Victoria.  It  was  appar- 
ently the  same  impersonation  which  he  had  used  in 
his  act  in  the  past,  with  at  least  a  sufficient  measure 
of  success  to  justify  its  continuance  in  his  mind. 
But  they  didn't  like  it  in  Toronto.  From  the 
audience  a  figure  rose  and,  to  the  amazement  and 
delight  of  those  assembled,  he  proceeded  to  denounce 
the  performer  in  no  uncertain  terms.  It  was  not  his 
histrionic  ability  that  was  to  blame  apparently.  It 
was  the  terrible  thought  that  anyone  in  the  Queen 
City  of  this  broad  Dominion  (see  municipal  election 
speeches)  should  have  the  temerity  to  indulge  in 
an  imitation  of  "the  Widow  of  Windsor".  The 
audience  applauded  and  the  performer  retired  in 
confusion. 

This  incident  occurred  in  the  heart  of  a  great 
nation  which  is  now,  to  the  accompaniment  of  a 
furious  fanfare  of  excitement,  severing  historic  ties 
with  the  Mother  Country.  Our  Prime  Minister, 
thoroughly  disqualified  by  his  scurrilous  attempt  to 
alter  the  Canadian  flag,  now  proceeds  from  infamy 
to  infamy.  He  is  credited  with  having  a  large  share 
in  the  movement  which  so  radically  altered  the 
British  Empire  until  it  is  now  become  almost  unrec- 
ognizably the  Commonwealth  of  British  Nations. 
As  a  further  evidence  of  our  treason,  we  have  our 
own  ambassador  at  Washington.  Pessimists  take 
a  sardonic  pleasure  in  viewing  with   alarm  the  time 


when  Canada  shall  be  linked  up   in    a  Pan-American 
alliance. 

Personally,  we  believe  there  is  nothing  to  fear. 
We  are  in  fact  very  sceptical  as  to  whether  anything 
significant  has  actually  occurred.  Is  the  Canadian 
mind  about  to  be  affected  by  these  noisy  goings-on 
or,  rather,  is  the  last  Imperial  Conference  going  to 
disaffect  the  Canadian  mind  from  the  Empire  spirit? 
Alterations  in  titles  are  the  result  and  never  the 
cause  of  alterations  in  public  opinion. 

Suppose,  however,  that  a  change  in  attitude  on 
the  part  of  the  Canadian  public  is  actually  a  fact. 
The  Empire  is  not  likely  to  suffer.  Freedom  from 
constraining  bonds  is  scarcely  likely  to  lead  to  a 
rebellious  spirit.  Certainly  the  revolting  colonies 
one  hundred  and  fifty  years  ago  were  not  impelled 
by  an  overdose  of  independence. 

Admitting  that  Canada  will  now  enjoy  a  greater 
independence,  it  is  inevitable  that  the  opportunity 
for  unprejudiced  judgment  in  international  affairs 
will  be  increased,  and  it  is  only  by  the  grossest  stretch 
of  pessimistic  imagination  that  one  can  fear  that  the 
nation  will  choose  the  harmonious  relationship  of 
the  Pan-American  family — who  said  Nicaragua? — 
in  preference  to  the  commonwealth  of  British  nations. 
Very  few  of  the  home  and  mother  songs  concern 
the  lads  who  are  living  beneath  the  family  roof  tree, 
anyway. 
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/"\NE  of  the  most  amusing  fea- 
tures on  the  list  of  holiday 
high  jinks  which  coloured  the  late 
and  unlamented  festive  season  is 
still  being  talked  about  over  the 
tea  cups  and  cocktail  glasses.  It 
is  a  well-known  fact  that  large 
departmental  stores  who  maintain 
for  the  edification  of  the  youngest 
generation  a  living,  breathing 
Santa  Claus  also  undertake  to 
answer  personally  the  correspon- 
dence of  his  admirers.  Certain 
debutantes,  with  more  of  the 
spirit  of  Puck  than  Kris  Kringle, 
took  the  trouble  to  write  touching 
letters  in  a  childish  hand  to  their 
local  Santa  Claus,  requesting  such 
edifying  gifts  as  kiddie  cars,  teddy 
bears,  golliwogs,  etc.,  and  signed 
not  their  own  names,  but  those  of 
various  not-too-old  but  much-too- 
dignified  professional  men  of  their 
acquaintance.  Much  speculation 
has  been  the  order  of  the  day  as  to 
the  facial  expression  of  a  certain 
legal  official  whose  youth  is  only 
sparsely  hidden  beneath  an  un- 
approachable exterior  when  he 
opened  a  letter  which  said  that 
dear  old  Santa  in  answer  to  his 
earnest  request  would  be  delighted 
to  send  him  a  mamma  doll  and  a 
jack-in-the-box  which  he  had  so 
longed  for. 

/™\NE  does  not  look  for  sub- 
tlety on  a  New  Year's  Eve 
hotel  identification  tag, 
and  perhaps  one  is  wrong  in 
claiming  to  have  found  it  in  the 
neat  little  placards  which  were 
attached  to  guests  of  the  Mount 
Royal  Hotel  on  the  occasion  of 
the  last  year-end  celebration.  Ev- 
ery guest  attending  the  function 
wore  one  bearing  his  or  her  name. 
Along  the  bottom  of  the  tag  were 
the  words  "Pass  out  check.'*  In 
the  interests  of  efficiency  and 
regulation  it  is  to  be  hoped  that 
there  were  no  ringers  so  careless 
as  to  pass  out  without  first  secur- 
ing a  license. 


Arcadie 

He  yarned:  Old  Hugh  had  seen 
Saint  Gall 

And  sailed  the  China  sea; 
While  I  had  travelled  not  at  all 

— Except  to  Arcadie. 

The  opal  dawns  of  Arcadie 
To  gods  may  hold  relation; 

But  Switzerland  and  China  sea 
Make  better  conversation. 

— Ron  Everson. 


Anecdote 

An  amusing  story  of  the  Milt 
Gross  menace  is  contained  in  the 
current  issue  of  the  "New  Yorker." 
It  appears  that  a  wealthy  manu- 
facturer to  whom  apples  were 
still  "hepples"  was  particularly 
anxious  that  his  offspring  should 
be  educated  in  the  English  public 
school  tongue.  With  this  idea 
in  mind  he  presented  the  youngster 
at  the  doors  of  a  school,  the  head- 
master of  which  was  widely  known 
for   his   marked   Oxonian   English. 


"You  may  rest  assured  that  the 
lad  is  in  safe  hands,"  said  the 
principal. 

Three  months  later  the  boy 
returned  home  for  his  holidays. 
Progress  had  apparently  not  been 
notable.  Somewhat  upset,  the- 
father  approached  the  principal. 

"Well,"  he  asked,  "how  wass 
de  education?" 

"H'm!"  replied  the  school  prin 
cipal,  "Dunt  esk!" 

Capital  Punishment 

Of  course  it  is  too  late  now,  but 
do  you  really  think  the  Ferguson 
government  did  everything  pos- 
sible to  enforce  the  O.T.A.? 
Might  the  government  not,  had 
it  been  on  its  toes,  have  conceived 
the  brilliant  enforcement  method 
recently  inaugurated  in  the  United 
States.  By  the  simple  method  of 
the  poisoning  of  as  much  liquor 
as  possible  by  government  agents, 
the  number  of  law  violators  is 
being  rapidly  reduced.  Surely  no 
one  would  be  so  narrow-minded  as 
to  claim  that  the  death  penalty  is 
too  great  for  any  man  who  would 
touch   the   filthy  stuff. 

Radio-Telephony 

F.  P.  A.'s  column  contains  this 
paragraph: 

Most  diverting,  to  our  notion, 
of  all  Friday's  trans-Atlantic  con- 
versations was  one  between  a  Mr. 
Watson  of  the  "New  York  Ameri- 
can" and  somebody,  probably  in 
the  American's  London  office. 
"Hello,  America,"  said  London. 
"Hello,  London,"  said  Mr.  Wat- 
son. "You  sound  as  though  you 
had  a  cold,"  said  the  London  voice. 
"I've  never  had  a  cold  in  my  life," 
said  Mr.  Watson.  Later  Mr.  Wat- 
son whistled  a  few  bars  of  "My 
Old  Kentucky  Home."  "You  don't 
whistle  very  well,"  observed  Lon- 
don, acutely  critical.  "I  haven't 
had  my  damn  breakfast  yet," 
said  Mr.  Watson. 
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AN  AFFAIR  OF  HONOUR 

BY  RON  EVERSON  AND  J.  E.  McDOUGALL 


Mr.  McDougall  begins. 

l^INGDON  threw  the  end  of 
his  cigarette  in  the  fire.  "But- 
ting into  other  people's  affairs 
is  a  pleasant  hobby — if  you  can 
get  away  with  it,  "he  said,  "but 
few  people  can.  Take  the  case  of 
Ezekiel  Snell." 

He  sat  back  waiting  to  be  urged 
to  continue.  As  no  one  prompted 
him  he  began. 

It  was  at  an  A.O.E.  party  two 
years  ago.  The  Hey-Heys  were  out 
in  full  force.  A  good  time  was 
being  had  by  everybody  but  the 
chaperons.  Andy  Posthack's  girl 
had  had  a  case  of  measles  or  some- 
thing and  couldn't  come  at  the  last 
minute  while  Johnny  Grant's  girl 
had  developed  a  case  on  a  Beta 
Gamma  man  whose  dance  was  the 
same  night.  At  least,  that  was 
their  excuse  for  putting  the  go'd 
fish  in  the  punch  bowl.  Oh,  it  was  a 
lovely  night  and  the  two  friends  as 
they  stood  at  the  side  of  the  danc- 
ing floor  were  enjoying  it  to  the 
full — and  how!  Andy's  arm  was 
linked  in  Johnny's.  They  had  just 
decided  that  they  were  happier 
without  their  beautiful  frails  when 
liana  Mercer  danced  by  with 
somebody.  liana  was  a  freshette 
that  year  and  as  a  heart-wrecker 
she  was  the  worst  that  ever  burst 
into  the  U.  of  T. 

"Funny,"  said  Andy.  "Blondes 
always  like  me." 

"Meaning  which?"  said  Johnny. 

"Meaning  that  vision  over  there 
who's  had  her  eye  on  me  all  even- 
ing.   Did  you  notice?" 

"Sure,"  said  Johnny,  "she's 
wondering  what  will  happen  when 
I  stop  holding  you  up.  As  a  matter 
of  fact  she's  been  trying  to  meet 
me  since  supper." 

"Wants  to  do  a  little  slumming, 
I  guess,"  suggested  Andy. 

Their  arms  had  become  unlinked. 

"Clever,"  said  Johnny. 

"Drink?"  suggested  Andy. 

"No  thanks.      I  gotta  see  a  fellow 


Editor's  Note 
The  art  of  collabo" ation  is  a 
difficult  one.  The  authors  of  this 
pretty  conceit  found  it  well-nigh 
impossible  unless  managed  on  the 
principle  of  a  tennis  game,  each 
col'abora'.or  slamming  the  plot 
across  the  typewritter  to  his 
opponent,  to  either  slice  into  the 
net  or  return  just  inside  the  white 
line.  The  adjacent  rally  is  offered 
as  an  exhibition  game  with  no 
very  serious  title  at  stake. 


about  the  next  dance." 

As  they  parted  neither  noticed 
that  Ezekiel  Snell  had  been  stand- 
ing behind  them.  They  might  have 
known  because  that's  where 
Ezekiel  usually  was — standing  be- 
hind people. 

Mr.  Everson  continues. 

Ezekiel,  you  must  know,  had  a 
propensity  to  pussy-footish  ubi- 
quitousness.  This  night  Johnny 
Dewer  had  done  his  worst,  and  his 
inhibitions  were  unleased.      For  a 


space  he  pondered  on  the  remarks 
which  he  had  carefully  overheard; 
then  with  ponderous  solemnity 
addressed  Andy: 

"Fresh,"  he  enunciated. 

"Who?"  cried  the  other,  whirling 
about.  That  is,  he  attempted  to 
whirl  about.  Kindness  forbids  a 
more  minute  description  of  his 
action. 

"Him."  Pointing  toward  the 
retreating  figure  of  Johnny.  "Call- 
ing you  namesh." 

Mr.  Posthack  contemplated  the 
vacillating  form  of  his  friend.  Mr. 
Posthack  rubbed  the  back  of  his 
head  ruminatively.  "Thasso,"  he 
considered. 

"Dirty  namesh,"  added  Ezekiel. 
"Touches  your  honour.  Affair  of 
honour." 

"Affair  of  honour,"  repeated 
Andy,  meditating. 

"Speak  to  him  about  it,"  said 
Ezekiel.    "Serious  matter!" 

He  began  to  follow  Johnny 
across  the  floor.  "Mishter  Grant," 
he  called. 

Johnny  had  been  unable  to  find 
the  man;  or  rather  he  had  found 
several  men.  "Join  the  party,"  he 
welcomed  Ezekiel. 

But  Snell  was  not  to  be  deterred 


"Is  that  that  bag-pipe  concert?" 
"I  don't  know." 


from  his  purpose.  "Serious 
matter,"  he  stated.  He  led  Johnny 
to  one  side.  'You're  embroiled,"  he 
confided.  "Affair  of  honour! 
Mishter  Posthack  looking  for  you." 

"Does  he  need  help?" 

"Honour     involved.  Serious! 

Can't  be  evaded." 

Grant  began  to  appear  worried. 
"Honour?"  he  questioned. 

"Honour!  Mishter  Posthack 
offended.  Says  you  call  him  dirty 
names.    Looking  for  you." 

A  deeper  flush  began  to  creep 
into  the  Grant  countenance. 
"Where — where  is  he?"  he  ques- 
tioned. 

With  difficulty  Snell  piloted  him 
to  a  corner. 

Re-enter  Mr.  McDougall 

"Lis'en,"  said  Mr.  Snell.  "No 
use  speaking  to  him  about  it,  not 
now  anyway;  he'd  prob'ly  insult 
you  some  more.  Got  away  with 
too  much  already." 

"What's  to  do?"  asked  Johnny? 

Ezekiel  paused  a  moment  for 
effect;  then,  looking  Johnny 
straight  in  the  eyes  he  said,  "Duel." 

"Who?"  said  Johnny. 

"Duel,"  repeated  Mr.  Snell. 
"Challenge  him.  Meet  him  on  the 
field  of  honour.  Wipe  out  the 
smutch  on  the  name  of  Grant." 

"Good  idea,"  agreed  Johnny. 
"I'll  show  him  he  can't  insult  me. 
Let  me  at  him!" 

Mr.  Snell  was  horrified.  He  was 
visibly  disgusted  by  such  bourgeois 
methods. 

"Wait,"  he  said.  "Can't  do  it 
that  way.  Got  to  arrange  every- 
thing. Maybe  I  can  fix  it.  You 
wait  here." 

Mr.  Snell  disappeared.  He 
found  Andy  in  the  pantry. 

"Come  in,"  said  Andy.  "I  was 
jus'  gonna  give  three  cheers  for 
myself.  Wonderful  li'l  guy!  Three 
cheers  for  Andy  Post — " 

"Stop!"  commanded  Ezekiel.  "I 
don't  see  anything  to  cheer  about. 
What  about  John  Grant?" 

"I'll  bite.     What?"  asked  Andy. 

"He  insulted  you,  called  you 
dirty  names,  says  he's  gonna  beat 
you  up." 

"Couldn't  do  it,"  said  Andy. 
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"Says  he  can,"  said  Ezekiel. 
"Thinks  he  can  insult  you  and  then 
beat  you  up.  Thinks  you're  afraid 
of  him.  Takes  liberties  with  the 
name  of  Posthack." 

"What's  the  matter  with  the 
name  of  Posthack?" 

"Besmirched,"  said  Ezekiel. 
"Only  one  thing  to  do;  fight  a 
duel." 

"When?"  asked  Andy. 

"At      sunrise,"      said      Ezekiel. 

"Challenge  him." 

At  this  point  the  door  opened 
and  Johnny  tacked  in.  His  gaze  an 
inch  or  so  over  Andy's  head  was 
one  of  aggravating  superiority. 

"Mr.  Posthack,"  he  said, 
"gonna  send  my  seconds  to  you 
at  once.  Wipe  you  out  on  the 
field  of  honour." 
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And  Mr.  Everson. 

There  were  words;  words  more 
notable  as  to  volume  than  articula- 
tion. 

Other  gentlemen  became  in- 
terested, drew  near,  looked  at  the 
vituperators,  looked  at  one  an- 
other. "Plastered,"  suggested  one. 
"Need  air,"  asserted  another, 
"fresh  air." 

There  were  more  or  less  pur- 
poseful movements  among  the 
company  of  gentlemen  there 
assembled.  Strong,  if  uncertain, 
hands  seized  the  slack  of  the  Post- 
hack  trousers,  of  the  Grant 
trousers.  The  two  young  men  went 
swiftly  in  to  the  street. 

Ezekiel  followed — under  his  own 
power.  He  pushed  the  principals 
{Continued  on  page  38) 


Jim:  "Why  don't  you  go  home?" 

Will:  "My  wife's  mad  at  me  and  locked  me  out. 

Jim:  "What's  she  mad  about?" 

Will:  "Because  I  don't  come  home." 
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FIVE  EASTERN  CANADIAN  TOWNS 


Halifax 

THE  Citadel  dominant  on  its 
hill,  a  grey  war  vessel  in  the 
harbour,  great  peace  in  the  streets 
and  the  recollection  that  Halifax 
prospers  in  war  .  .  .  The  huge 
skeleton  of  the  Transcontinental 
terminal  dock  sheds,  and  the 
perennial  agitation  for  their  com- 
pletion .  .  .  Winter;  vapour  rising 
from  the  harbour,  and  liners 
of  the  second  class  with  ice- 
mantled  bridges,  dropping  pas- 
sengers with  pink  noses  .  .  .  Five 
thousand  barrels  of  Macintosh  Red 
apples  awaiting  shipment  . 
Banks  fishing  schooners  loading 
salt  at  dingy  wharves,  and  drop- 
ping, slack-sailed,  to  sea  through 
the  Eastern  Passage  .  .  .  The  girl 
whose  brothers  have  gone  to  the 
States  .  .  .  The  man  whose 
nephew  has  gone  to  the  States  .  .  . 
The  woman  whose  son  has  gone  to 
Toronto  .  .  .  The  girl  who  is  en- 
gaged to  marry  a  Montrealer  .  .  . 
The  proprietors  of  dying  businesses 
.  .  .  The  sardonic  shade  of  Judge 
Haliburton  .  .  .  The  broad  A's 
of  the  Halifax  aristocracy  .  .  . 
Canoeing  on  the  North-West  Arm 
on  a  moonless  July  night,  and  the 
struggle  to  find  parking  space  on 
the  shingly  shore  .  .  .  Rum  from 
Miquelon  and  St.  Pierre  .  .  .Men 
who  tell  you  where  to  get  Scotch  at 
$30.00  the  case  .  .  .  Cocktails  in 
the  ward-rooms  of  visiting  ships  of 
the  North  Atlantic  Squadron  .  .  . 
The  news  that  a  prospective 
challenger  of  the  Bluenose  for  the 
fishing  schooner  trophy  has  been 
disqualified  on  a  technicality  .  .  . 
Jokes  about  Saint  John  in  the 
Halifax  dailies  .  .  .The  licentious 
soldiery  and  their  lady  loves  on 
Citadel  Hill  on  hot  summer  nights 
.  .  .  The  consequential  booming  of 
big  gun  practice  at  the  outer  forts 
.  .  .  The  newspaper  reports  of 
police  court  proceedings  for  main- 
tenance against  a  private  of  in- 
fantry .  .  .  People  who  reminisce 
about  the  great  explosion  of  1918, 


BY  E.  L.  M.  BURNS 

and  the  theory  that  the  Germans 
did  it  ...  A  vision  of  past  wars, 
and  prizes  with  shattered  masts 
being  towed  into  the  harbour  .  .  . 
Past  dignity  .   .   .   Present  squalor 


Saint  John 

Long  summer  days  when  the 
fog  rolls  in  dank  from  the  Bay  of 
Fundy,  and  Partridge  Island  fog- 
horn bellows  dismally  .  .  .  Bright 
winter  days,  with  the  harbour  full 
of  tramp  ships,  taking  out  the 
wheat  .  .  .  Men  who  tell  you  that 
sixty  years  ago  Saint  John  was 
the  third  shipbuilding  centre  in 
the  world  .  .  .  People  who  talk 
about  "Up  in  Canada"  .  .  . 
People  who  eat  and  enjoy  a  species 
of  seaweed  .  .  .  Streets  and  streets 
of  dilapidated  frame  houses,  of  a 
monochrome  produced  by  soft  coal 
fires,  and  the  municipal  assessment 
regulations  which  penalize  paint 
.  .  .  The  reversible  falls  in  the  St. 
John  River,  and  the  inhabitant  who 
assures  you  they  are  one  of  the 
wonders  of  the  world  .  .  .  The 
greatest  drydock  in  the  world  .  .  . 
The  old  graveyard  in  the  heart  of 
the  town  .  .  .  The  youth  who  is 
going  to  a  job  in  New  York  .  .  . 
The  girl  who  is  going  to  train  for  a 
nurse  in  Montreal  .  .  .  The  family 
that  is  moving  to  Ontario  .  .  . 
Men  who  get  drunk  on  lemon 
extract  and  hair  tonic  .  .  .  The 
train  to  Boston  .  .  .  The  train  to 
Moncton  .  .  .  The  train  to  Mont- 
real .  .  .  The  lunatic  asylum  at 
Fairville,  strangely  empty  .  .  . 
Jokes  about  Halifax  in  the  Saint 
John  dailies  .  .  .  Arrested  devel- 
opment .   .  . 

*        *        * 

Kingston 

Two  cathedrals,  a  Presbyterian 
university,  Portsmouth  peniten- 
tiary, the  Royal  Military  College, 
an  artillery  school,  a  lunatic 
asylum,  twenty  thousand  inhabit- 
ants .   .   .  The   Martello   tower   in 


the  empty  harbour  .  .  .  Fort 
Henry  crumbling  on  its  desolate 
hill  .  .  .  Navy  Bay,  where  ships  of 
the  line  were  built  in  1814  ..  . 
Rotarians  and  Kiwanians  dancing 
for  charity's  sake  in  the  austere 
halls  that  housed  Canada's  Parlia- 
ment in  1847  .  .  .  American 
tourists  who  stop  to  fill  gas  tanks 
.  .  .  Former  public  servants  who 
come  to  take  up  residence  in  Ports- 
mouth .  .  .  Gentlemen  Cadets  of 
the  Royal  Military  College,  in 
scarlet  and  gold,  marching  two  by 
two  with  incredible  precision  .  .  . 
Old  men  who  remember  Sir  John  A. 
Macdonald  .  .  .  Rentiers  and  their 
unmarried  daughters  who  have 
attended  the  last  fifteen  June  Balls 
.  .  .  The  trains  to  Montreal  and 
Toronto  in  the  middle  of  the  night 
.  .  .  The  government  liquor  dis- 
pensary, and  cadging  prescriptions 
from  reluctant  medicos  .  .  .  The 
R.M.C.  June  Ball,  and  the  dark 
tales  of  strange  debaucheries 
broadcast  by  the  uninvited  .  .  . 
Men  who  tell  one  that  if  the  St. 
Lawrence  Waterways  project  goes 
through,  Kingston  will  be  a  great 
port  .  .  .  Ten  Chinese  restaur- 
ants, fifteen  drug  stores  .  .  .  The 
day  when  the  harbour  freezes  over 
.  .  .  The  day  when  the  ice  goes 
out  .   .  . 

*        *        * 

Lake  Megantic,  P.Q. 

The  huge  church  of  yellow  brick, 
overawing  the  little  frame  houses 
with  false  fronts  .  .  .  An  effigy  of 
Napoleon  Bonaparte  in  a  niche  in 
a  gamboge  clapboarded  building 
...  In  the  square  in  front  of  the 
church,  a  cast-iron  statue  of  Jesus, 
with  a  halo  of  frosted  electric  light 
bulbs  .  .  .  The  pants  of  the  more 
primitive  habitants,  chopped  off 
three  inches  below  the  knee  .  .  . 
M.  Bontemps,  the  hotel  proprietor, 
in  last  week's  whiskers  and  straw 
hat  of  vintage  1916  .  .  .  The 
barber  shop  in  whose  back  premises 
(Continued  on  page  31) 
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Kid:  "Come  on,  Bill!     Beat  it!     That's  the  school  teacher  and 
and  they'll  only  say  we  pushed  her  in!" 


Conte  de  Fees 

{A  Fairy  Story) 

IN  homme  et  une  fille  as  dey're  homin' 
Went  strollin   deforest  shade 
Were  dose  forest  fees  all  roamin' 

Deir  merry  antics  played; 
Dose  fies  stole  deir  hearts  unknowin' 

And  t'ink  w'at  dey  did  if  you  can! — 
Gosh!  give  dat  man  de  heart  of  de  maid 
And  dat  maid  de  heart  of  de  man. 

VoilcL  dose  merry  forest  fees; 
Voild  de  tricks  dey  play; 
Voild,  dose  laughin'  forest  fees 
And  de  man  and  de  maid  dat  stray. 

Dis  maid  and  her  fren'  went  a-strollin' 

Dat  ver'  same  forest  shade, 
And  de  dancin'  fees  a-lollin' 

Dose  maidens  deux  waylaid; 
Les  fies  change  deir  hearts  unknowin', 

And  now  ain't  you  see  deir  plan? 
Dey  give  de  maid  de  heart  of  her  fren' 

And  her  fren'  de  heart  of  dat  man. 

Voild  dose  merry  forest  fSes; 
Voild  de  tricks  dey  play; 
Voild  dose  laughin'  forest  fees 
And  de  man  and  de  maid  dat  stray. 


Why  I  am  a  Failure 

"I  am  a  failure  because: 
I'm  not  the  type  for  newspaper  work. 
The  burial  business  is  an  undertaking  that  pays  well 

but  is  very  lowering. 
The  auto  business  is  very  tiring. 

The  window  blind  business  is  a  shady  proposition. 
Dental  work  is  a  hard  grind  and  one  needs  lots  of 

pull  to  get  on. 
In  the  excavating  line  the  harder  you  work  the  lower 

you  get. 
The  barber  business  is  not  a  short  cut  to  wealth. 
In  the  shoe  business  it  is  sometimes  a  tight  squeeze 

to  get  on. 
A  painter's  ladder  is  not  the  ladder  of  success. 
There  are  too  many  ups  and  downs  in  the  elevator  line. 
The  laundry  business  is  a  wash-out. 
Harness  work  is  not  always  a  cinch. 
I  can't  stick  the  glue  business. 
The  fish  line  is  no  plaice  for  a  sucker  like  me. 

The  glove  business  might  be  all  right,  but  on  the  other 
hand  it  isn't. 

Tailoring  is  unhealthy,  sew  it  seams. 

In  office  work,  one  gets  tired,  notwithstanding. 

So  what's  the  use?  — D.   Kelly. 
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The  Actress:  "I  don't  wish  to  attract  attention.     I  don't  like  publicity." 
The  Press  Agent:  "Great  stuff!     We'll  make  a  big  story  of  this." 


J  WILL  say  this: 

That  when  I  grow  too  old 
For  gallantry,  and  when  I'm  told 
That  bending  o'er  a  slender  hand  for  me 
Is  but  the  apex  of  absurdity, 
And  when  my  ancient  limbs  no  longer  quicken 
To  strains  of  amorous  music,  I'll  not  sicken. 
I  shall  not  hie  me  to  the  chimney  nook 
With  an  old  book. 
I  will  say  this. 

I  will  say  this: 

That  when  I  reach  those  years 
When  I  should  have  no  thought  of  lovers'  tears, 
When  I  should  have  no  thought  of  lovers'  sighs 
Or  lovers'  laughter  or  of  downcast  eyes, 
Of  walking  up  and  down  a  certain  street 
Till  dawn  creeps  in  the  window  of  my  sweet, 
You  will  not  find  me  sitting  at  the  fire 
With  no  desire. 
I  will  say  this. 


Statement 

I  will  say  this: 

Hands  touching,  eyes  that  cling  to  eyes,  a  kiss, 
Such  stuff  as  these  I  vow  I  shall  not  miss, 
Nor  rain-wet  hair  upon  a  forehead  white, 
Nor  distant  music  on  a  summer  night, 
For  these  are  mine  and  I  have  gathered  these. 
And  when  my  heart's  too  old  to  ride  the  breeze 
Hours  shall  not  mock  me  as  they  pass  me  by, 
Where  I  shall  lie. 
I  will  say  this. 

*  *        * 

We  heard  of  the  sad  case  of  a  Scotchman  who 
became  engaged  to  a  girl  who  became  so  fat  that  he 
wanted  to  break  off  the  engagement.  But  the  girl 
couldn't  get  the  ring  off  so  he  had  to  marry  her. 

*  *        * 

"Don't  you  find  it  hard  to  enforce  the  law  in  a 
wild  town  like  this?"  asked  a  visitor  to  Herrin,  111. 

"Hell,  mister!"  ejaculated  the  local  constable. 
"We  got  three  or  four  laws  to  enforce  out  here." 
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Some  Lovely  Beasts 
and  Their  Habits 
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For  which  we 
must  blame 

RICARDO 


Verses  by 
STEPHEN  MOON 


Behold  the  lovely  Spacterole, 

A  handsome  beast  of  monstrous  size 
One  weakness  only  mars  its  soul; 

It  backs  up  into%apple  pies. 


The  handsome  Eefus  Wastes  his  life 
Deserting  children,  friends  and  wife; 

He  spends  his  days,  and  nights  to  boot, 
Absorbing  toothpaste  through  his  snoot. 


ft 


The  Squiff  a  wicked  fellow  is; 

He  leaves  his  nest  quite  young 
In  search  of  little  babies'  feel 

To  tickle  with  his  tongue. 


The  nasty-natured  Woozelweez 
Infests  the  woodland  cloisters, 

And  hypnotizes  bumble  bees 
To  stinging  harmless  oysters. 


The  Gonph  pecks  out  electric  lights, 

But  mad  ambition  mars 
His  piece  of  mind,  for  most  clear  nights 

He  yearns  to  feast  on  stars. 
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The  Giver:   "Try  to  shove  me  off  the  path,  will  ya?      Take  that!" 
The  Receiver:   "Say,  v-ho  do  ya'  think,  you  re  pushing?" 

A  FABLE 


In  a  very  old  house 
Lived  Jenny,  a  mouse, 

And  she  ran  up  and  down  in  the 
wall. 
But  this  snooty  young  thing 
Aspired  for  to  sing 

Though   her  voice   was   a   shrill 
one  and  small. 

Now  Thomas,  a  cat, 
Was  active,  though  fat, 

And  he  harked  to  the  singing  of 
Jenny. 
He  was  wicked  and  sly 
And  a  crafty  old  guy 

Than  whom  there  were  meaner 
not  any. 

Jenny  Mouse  would  remark 
That  not  along  after  dark 

Old  Thomas  was  sure  to  appear 


And  list  by  the  hour 
To  her  notes,  sweet  and  sour, 
With,  it  seemed,  an  appreciative 
ear. 

Now  she  liked  to  believe 
That  this  cat,  by  your  leave. 

Was      moved      by      her      tonal 
expression, 
And  it  tickled  the  pride 
Of  the  rodent  inside 

To     think    she     had     made    an 
impression. 

She  observed,  "You'll  admit 
If  I  make  such  a  hit 

Through  a  coating  of  woodwork 
and  plaster, 
The  presumption  is  clear, 
If  I  sang  in  his  ear 

My  progress  with  him  would  be 
faster." 


So  speaking  she  stept 
From  the  wall;    the  cat  lept, 
Grabbed    and    gobbled    her 
with  a  grin. 
Now  the  moral  is  plain — 
If  you  choose  to  be  vain 
You're     more     often     than 
"taken  in "! 

— A.  D. 


up 


not 


Pessimists 

Pessimists  who  are  taxi-drivers, 
janitors,  waiters,  elevator-boys  and 
switch-board  operators;  pessimists 
who  delight  in  telling  me  that 
within  the  "next  year  we'll  have 
the  hardest  times  ever  seen"; 
pessimists  who  talk  about  their 
golf  game;  pessimists  who  declare 
"they  never  had  a  chance";  pes- 
simists who  attend  week-end  par- 
ties; pessimists  who  lecture  on 
the  Russian  drama;  pessimists  who 
are  always  announcing  that  they 
are  going  to  commit  suicide  and 
are  annoyed  when  I  agree  they 
should;  pessimists  who  have  in- 
digestion ;  pessimists  who  are  mem- 
bers of  club  house-committees; 
pessimists  who  insist  upon  telling 
the  truth  about  life;  pessimists 
who  write  letters  to  the  news- 
papers; pessimists  who  sit  behind 
me  at  the  theatre;  pessimists  who 
visit  me  when  I  am  ill;  pessimists 
who  marry  other  pessimists. 

— c.  a  s. 


Willie:   "Pa,  what  is  excelsior?' 
Pa:   "Long  sawdust,  son!" 
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Prohibitionist's  Eye  View  of  a  Ontario  City 

The  Night  after  Government  Control  Becomes  Law 
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OH!   THE    LOVELY   LADIES  ! 


By  Charity  Mitchell  Johnson 


"TAKING  a  dish  of  tea  one  after- 
noon in  Wellington  Street,  I 
heard  a  pathetic  story  of  the  Great 
Christmas  Giving.  It  seems  that 
a  nice  astute  lad  was  bent  on  send- 
ing the  much  discussed  perfect  gift 
to  a  new  and  overwhelming  success 
in  the  way  of  a  girl.  Being  not  un- 
lucky at  love,  he  had  several  women 

to     select     presents     for.        L 

had  hinted  at  black  chiffon  undies, 
and  these  he  secured  easily. 

For    the    naive    Mona    pose   of 

M he  decided  on  a  box  of  tiny 

chocolate  bottles  containing  real 
liqueur  procured  after  much  per- 
suasion from  a  friend  with  a  small 
stock  from  Holland.  On  her  card 
he  wrote.  "Here's  looking  at  you. 
R.B." 

The  card  reached  M all  right, 

but  in  the  box  of  black  lingerie 
which  was  sent  by  mistake.  The 
gift  was  opened  at  the  family 
breakfast  table. 

When  L phoned  to  thank  him 

for  the  liqueurs,  he  refused  her  tea 
invitation  and  grabbing  a  train 
spent  the  holidays  at  home  in 
Woodstock. 

Carnival  is  shelved  for  another 
year.  The  colour,  jazz  and  effer- 
vescence has  been  blanketed  once 
more.  Florid  caps  and  snarled 
streamers  squirmed  on  garbage 
waggons  for  days  after  the  New 
Year  was  initiated  and  established 
to  the  satisfaction  of  us  all. 

Getting  together  a  party  of  a 
dozen  or  more  congenial,  stimulat- 
ing people  seems  to  be  the  founda- 
tion for  a  precious  good  time. 
Dinner  is  preceded  by  rum  swizels, 
caviar  and  lobster  canapes,  at  the 
quarters  of  one  of  the  party.  From 
there  to  late  dinner,  followed  by 
as  many  parties  as  possible.  Taxis 
are  preferred. 

""THE  Hart  House  dance  was  very 
"graduate"  indeed.  In  such 
a  setting  the  collegiate  quality  was 
missing.  There  are  advantages  in 
being  fortified  by  a  party  of  your 
own. 


T  ADIES  pictured  in  the  pages 

Of  the  fashion  magazines. 
Posed  in  garments  of  all  stages, 

Dressed  in  silks  or  gabardines, 
Withyour  slanting  eyes  enormous. 
Tenuous  fingers,  five  and  five, 
Prithee  say,  0  pray  inform  us 

Where  you  may  be  seen  alive. 
Warn    me     in    what    town    you 
dwell.     0 
Let    me   know    the   street    and 
block. 
I  am  such  a  nervous  fellow, 
Meeting  you  I'd  die  of  shock-' 
—A.D. 


If  Lanvin,  the  foremost  sponsor 
of  the  "robe  de  style"  had  been 
present,  I  rather  suspect  she  would 
have  been  found  hiding  in  the 
squash  courts  from  the  eyesore  of 
the  battalion  of  lifeless  period 
gowns  that  flopped  about  the 
corridors.  This  tendency  has  been 
appearing  all  winter,  but  never 
has  there  been  such  a  dowdy  collec- 
tion as  in  this  instance.  Colourless, 
papery  taffeta,  skirts  not  full 
enough  nor  rich  enough,  bodice 
not  delicately  defined  in  true  pic- 
ture style.  Oh,  a  dreary  lot,  all 
types — where  there  should  be  only 
one  type  wearing  the  style.  And 
some  added  shawls,  folded  corner- 


wise.  Little  grandmothers!  The 
real  "robe  de  style"  is  a  marvellous 
thing,  full  of  artistry  and  charm. 
But  we  push  on  to  the  next 
affair — 

There  have  been  recently  so 
many  attacks  on  the  dear  little 
bond  boys  that  some  of  the  college 
men  about  to  step  through  the 
friendly  portals  of  the  university 
will  be  at  a  total  loss  in  the  blind- 
ing light  of  day,  to  know  what 
game  to  enter.  The  "New  Yorker" 
carries  a  large  advertisement  de- 
signed providentially  to  take  care 
of  this  insecurity  and  mental 
unrest.  Their  college  training  never 
stood  them  in  better  stead.  It 
reads:  "WANTED— College-bred 
young  men  to  act  as  partners. 
Must  be  exceptionally  good  dancers, 
cultured,  personally  attractive  and 
of  good  family.  Apply  in  person 
at  the  studio.  Arthur  Murray,  7 
East  43rd  Street,  New  York." 

Week-ends  are  so  short  and  so 
heavily  dated  that  some  people 
are  starting  earlier  and  giving 
Sunday  breakfasts  so  that  they 
will  be  free  to  go  on  to  tea  them- 
selves. By  breakfast,  I  don't 
mean  as  early  as  your  nine-thirty 
tray — somewhere  around  noon  they 
drift  into  the  gathering.  It  is  a 
buffet  meal,  very  casual  but  filling 
if  necessary.  The  hostess  wears  a 
smoking  or  lounge  suit.  Perhaps 
black  satin  trousers  with  a  tuxedo 
coat  of  black  velvet,  satin  revers 
and  rhinestone  link  buttons,  a 
blonde  shirt,  and  close-wrapped 
turban  of  metal  cloth.  The  party 
is  a  quiet  one — naturally,  being  so 
early — but  becomes  a  rather  pleas- 
ing institution. 

/~\NE  of  the  lads  at  a  little  supper 
the  other  night,  feeling  rather 
happy  wandered  out  into  the  hall 
in  the  hope  of  surprising  one  of  the 
girls  under  the  white  berries.  We 
heard  a  sharp  "touche"  and  the 
man's  yelp  of  surprise.  We  flowed 
to  the  doorway.  She  had  grabbed 
{Continued  on  page  30) 
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Musically  Inclined 


or 


He  Cultivated  His  Musical  Bump 
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STEWART 

Matched 


Are  You  Lazy? 

Only  a  thin  partition  separates  the  inherently  lazy 
person  and  the  genius. 

Manufacturers  have  always  paid  attention  to  the 
demands  of  these  ingeniously  lazy  folk.  Otherwise  we 
would  not  have  had  the  eraser  in  the  end  of  the  pencil, 
the  fountain  pen,  the  revolving  adjustable  desk  chair 
and  a  thousand  other  refinements  of  modern  life. 

Among  the  lazy  folk  owning  Radio  Sets  there  were 
a  large  number  who  objected  temendously  to  operating 
a  multiple-dial  adjustment.  They  cried  aloud  for  a  set 
of  simpler  operation. 

The  Stewart-Warner  Single-Dial  sets  are  a  reply  to 
that  demand.  They  operate  perfectly  by  means  of  a 
single  adjustment  and  possess  an  unusual  degree  of 
selectivity. 

Ask  your  nearest  Stewart-Warner  dealer  to  demon- 
strate these  Single-Dial  Radio  Instruments. 


STEWART-WARNER  PRODUCTS  SERVICE  STATIONS 

Toronto  Montreal  Winnipeg  Regina 

Calgary  Edmonton  Vancouver 

If  you  do  not  know  the  name  of  your  dealer,  please  write  or 
'phone  the  nearest  Service  Station 
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Unit  Radio 


A  Set  for 
Lazy  Folk ! 


Model  345 


One  Dial 


6  Tubes 


USING    STEWART-WARNER    PRODUCTS 
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Can  You  Strut  the  New  Ones? 


©  Vanity  Fair 


Every  Issue  Contains 


Theatres :  Stars  in  their 
ascendant,  comedy  in 
its  glory.  The  season's 
successes,  and  why. 
Special  photographs. 

Night  Life:  Whatever 
is  new  among  the  crowd 
who  regard  dawn  as 
something  to  come 
home  in. 

Golf :  Taken  seriously 
by  experts.  Bernard 
Darwin,  regularly.  How 
to  break  ninety.  With 
photographs. 

Movies:  Hollywood's 
high  tights.  The  art  of 
the  movies  —  if  any. 
And  photographs — 
ah-h! 

Bridge:  The  chill 
science  in  its  ultimate 
refinements.  How  to 
get  that  last  trick.  Fos- 
ter writing. 

Fashions:  The  mode 
for  men  who  consider  it 
self-respecting  to  be 
well-groomed.  Current 
college  preferences. 


Music:  Classical,  caco- 
phone,  saxophone.  Per- 
sonalities and  noto- 
rieties. Critiques.  Pho- 
tographs. 

Art:  New  schools  and 
how  to  rate  them. 
Sound  work  and  how  to 
appreciate  it.  Exhibits 
and  masterpieces. 

Sports :  News  of  rac- 
quet and  putter,  turf 
and  track.  By  those 
who  lead  the  field. 

Letters:  New  essayists 
and  satirists.  Brilliant 
fooling.  Lions  photo- 
graphed with  their 
manes. 

Motor     Cars:     Speed, 

safety ,  smartness,  as 
last  conceived  in  Eu- 
rope and  America.  Sal- 
ons and  ahows.  Many 
pictures. 

World     Affairs:     The 

field  of  politics,  foreign 
and  domestic.  Intimate 
sketches  of  pilots  of 
various  Ships  of  State. 


STRONG  men  are  out  on  the  floor 
these  days.    Almost   every  week  a 
new  step  comes  up  from  the  black 
bottom  of  the  Mississippi,  or  the  plan- 
tations along  the  Gulf. 

Do  you  know  the  new  ones? 

Vanity  Fair  shows  you  photographs, 
posed  in  its  own  studio,  of  famous  danc- 
ers.executing  the  intricate  figures.  Clear 
enough  to  practice  by. 

And  that's  just  one  of  the  new  things 
Vanity  Fair — every  month — shows. 


Everything  New — When  It's  New 


VANITY  FAIR  knows 
every  celebrity  and  noto- 
riety —  American,  English, 
French,  Viennese,  Spanish,  in- 
cluding the  Scandinavian. 

Vanity  Fair  has  access  to  the 
new  work  of  the  best  men  and 
the  best  work  of  the  new  ones 
in  all  the  arts. 

Vanity  Fair  goes  to  all  the 
motor  shows,  sees — or  starts — 
all  the  night  clubs,  is  a  guest  at 


the  private  view  of  all  exhibi- 
tions, hears  the  new  composer 
play  his  symphony  at  tea,  sees 
the  pre-showing  of  the  new 
movie,  goes  behind  the  scenes 
wherever  anything  new  in  sports 
or  shows  goes  on. 

Just  one  simple  little  joy-dollar 
will  bring  you  the  next  six 
issues  of  Vanity  Fair.  For 
sheer  clear  amusement  it  beats 
a  dollar's  worth  of  ham-and- 
eggs  all  to  bits. 


Special  Offer 

6  Issues  of  Vanity  Fair  $1 


Open  to  new  subscribers  only 


Sign,  tear  off  and  mail  the  coupon  now. 


Vanity  Fair 

Greenwich,   Conn. 

I  have  a  dollar  that  says  it's  out  looking 
for  fun.    Make  it  fast ! 

Name 

Address 

City 


State. 
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Drawn  by  Leo.  Cheney 

Major:  "You  say  my  dog  bit  you.     Why  didn't  you  defend  yourself  with  the  butt  of  your  bayonet 
instead  of  the  point?"  ^ 

Private:  "I  might  have,  sir,  if  he'd  bit  me  with  his  tail."  — Passing  Show. 

Appropriate 


Borrowing  as  a  Fine  Art 

"Hullo,  Brown.  Are  you  using  your  lawn-mower 

this  afternoon?" 

"Yes,  I'm  afraid  I  am."  ^ 

"Splendid!  Then    you    won't    be    wanting    your 

tennis  racket — I've  broken  mine!" 

— Humorist  (London). 

*  *        * 

Quick  Work 

One  of  Irving  Cobb's  best  stories  concerns  an 
appraiser  who  was  sent  to  a  home  to  appraise  the 
contents.  The  entries  in  the  appraiser's  books 
halted  when  he  came  to  a  table  on  which  was  left  a 
full  bottle  of  old  Scotch,  and  then  continued: 

"One  bottle  of  old  Scotch  whisky,  partly  full." 

The  next  entry  was: 

"One  revolving  Turkish  rug."  — Oil  Weekly- 

*  *        * 

Ready  to  Try 

Mary— "Do  you  think  you  could  learn  to  love 
me,  Vernon?" 

Vernon — "Well,  I  passed  calculus." 

— M.  I.   T.,  Voo  Doo. 


She — You  raised  your  hat  to  that  girl  who  passed. 
You  don't  know  her  do  you? 

He — No,  but  my  brother  does,   and   this  is  his 


hat. 


*      *      * 


—Ph 


oemx. 


river? 

eroad 

urn  at  the 

it's    a 

i  t 
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"These  new  high-crown  hats  are  so  becoming  aren't 

they?" 

— New  Yorker. 

Hobo:   Dis  must  be  a  collitch   town — they  ain't 
a   cigar  butt  on   the   street.  — Wabash   Caveman. 

*        *        * 

Q.  Why  does  the  Scotchman  love  the  thistle? 
A.  Because  it  holds  tight  to  everything. 

— Banter. 


Famous  Words 

"I  regret  that  I  have  but  one  title  to  lose  for 
seven   hundred   thousand   dollars." — Jack   Dempsey. 

— Lampoon. 

*  *        * 

Sales:  What  size  car?    How  many  in  your  family? 

Man:  A  wife  and  eight  children. 

Sales:  Then   I  suggest  a  racing  model;  you  can 

get    away    much    faster.  — Whirlwind. 

*  *        * 

Awful   Thought 

"Gosh,  I  had  a  narrow  escape  last  night!" 

"How's   that?" 

"Well,  I  woke  up  in  the  middle  of  the  night  and 
saw  something  white  in  my  room.  So  I  grabbed 
my  gun  and  shot  it.  After  I  had  turned  on  the  light 
I  found  that  it  was  my  shirt." 

"I  don't  see  any  narrow  escape  to  that." 

"Why,  just  suppose  I  hadn't  taken  my  shirt  off 

last  night!"  — Purple  Parrot. 

*  *        * 

Society   Note 

General  and  Mrs.  Motors  went  for  a  drive  in 
the    first    car    the    General    made.      (Mrs.     Motors 

walked  home.     So  did  the  General.)        — Lampoon. 

*  *       * 

"Do  you  take  lodgers?" 

"Yes.      What  lodge  do  you  belong  to?" 

—  Yellow  Jacket. 


The  Bowler   Whose  Finger  Stuck 


Jft~ 

Yale  Record. 
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ourse, 


You're  too  loyal  to  local  stations 
to  "tune  out,"  but — 

if  you  really  must  have  far-off  programs, 
then    there's    only    one    thing    to    do — 

OWN     A     BOSCH 


Bosch  Radio  spoils  you 
for  ordinary  radio — -no 
fussing  —  no  guessing  — 
no  discordant  noises — 
just  comfortable  enter- 
tainment through  perfect 
reproduction. 


All  Bosch  models  are 
marvels  of  simplicity 
and  efficiency  in  opera- 
tion. And  their  exterior 
appearance  is  in  keeping 
with  their  superior  work- 
manship. 


Yes,  Any  Bosch   Dealer  Will  Gladly  Give  You  a 
Demonstration  in  Your  Home — Without  Obligation 

For  name  of  nearest  dealer,  write 

A.  CROSS  &   CO. 


45-47  Elm  Street 


Toronto 


B 


Distributors  for 

O  S  C  H      R  A  D  I 

5,  6  AND  7  TUBE  RECEIVERS  $140  TO  $430  (LESS  ACCESSORIES) 


O 
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"Oh,  Jim,  the  guide  says  this  is  the  Very  spot  where  'Pagan  Passions' 

was  filmed!''  — New  Yorker. 

Adversities 
By  Blaine  C.  Bigler. 
Another   poor   gink   tried    to   be   nonchalant    but 
couldn't  light  his  Deities  on  account  of  the  strong  wind. 
Still  another  didn't  take  a  spare  and  one  of  his 
Kelly-Springfields  finally  blew  out. 

One  poor  fellow  had  five  or  six  of  his  best  friends 
tell  him  that  insidious  thing  about  halitosis. 

Mr.    Fletcher   found   a   baby   that   wasn't   crying 
for  his  Castoria. 

One  of  the  Carnation  milk  cows  got  discontented. 
The  tobacco  people  found  one  actress  who  hated 
to  see  a  man  smoke  a  pipe. 


Oh!     The  Lovely  Ladies! 

{Continued  from  page  22) 

a  cane  and  had  him  pinned  to  the 
wall. 

But  the  girls  are  all  fencing  now 
— or  on  the  verge  of  it.  Who  could 
resist  black  satin  shorts,  a  John 
Gilbert,  Merry  Widow,  shirt  and 
the  workman-like  quilted  cuirass. 
And  a  Russian  prince  as  instructor 
— why  not  fence? 

If  we  can't  all  afford  the  time  for 
a  vacation  at  St.  Moritz  or  even 
Quebec  this  winter,  we  can  still 
stage  reasonably  impressive  sports 
parties  at  home. 

One  family  shopped  a  ravine 
lot  when  they  were  building  just 
north  of  the  city.  It  has  an  over- 
hang of  some  five  hundred  feet 
down  the  ravine  and  a  flat  valley 
area  at  the  foot.  Cleared,  it  makes 
rare  skiing  or  tobogganning  ground. 
Given  a  good  crowd — colourful  in 
costume — eager  and  lusty — aspeedy 
evening  is  pretty  well  assured. 

Knickers  were  much  in  evidence 
there  one  night,  but  the  really 
smart  outfit  was  a  Norwegian 
skiing  suit — long  corduroy  trousers 
gathered  with  plaid-topped  socks 
and  shoe  packs.  A  gay  plaid  shirt 
showed  under  a  short  brown  suede 
coat. 

She  wore  her  hair  boycut  and 
for  the  most  part  she  didn't  wear 
her  cap.  In  the  half-light  a  girl 
who  came  late  thought  she  was  a 
boy,  and  was  all  set  for  a  fruity 
evening.  When  we  reached  the 
house  for  dancing,  it  was  a  tough 
break  for  the  little  lady.  That  girl 
has  been  an  ouch  to  her  ever 
since. 


The  Fuller  Brush  people  at  last  found  one  of 
their  brushes  that  seemed  to  have  no  purpose. 

There  was  a  Paramount  picture  that  wasn't 
the  best  show  in  town. 

The  Coca-Cola  people  found  a  man  who  did  not 
enjoy  thirst. 

Mum  was  the  word  but  she  couldn't  keep  it. 

One  cake  of  Ivory  sank  with  all  hands. 

Three  people  were  found  in  New  York  who  did 
not  know  she  wears  them. 

A  Postum  Cereal  salesman  forgot  what  the  reason  is. 
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Five  Canadian  Towns 

(Continued  from  page  16) 
beer  was  obtainable  .  .  .  The 
numerous  other  barber  shops, 
ministering  to  the  lumberjacks 
down  from  the  drive  .  .  .  The 
shop  window  of  the  seller  of  plaster 
of  Paris  virgins  and  saints,  con- 
taining two  identical  statuettes  of 
Sir  Wilfrid  Laurier  in  a  black  suit 
and  red  necktie  .  .  .  The  cure 
gravely  acknowledging  the  salutes 
of  the  townspeople  .  .  .  Numer- 
ous other  Quebec  Highlanders  .  .  . 
The  whine  and  drone  of  the  great 
red  sawmill,  and  down  the  lake,  a 
little  tug,  bustling  about  log  booms 
.  .  .  Late  September,  and  maple- 
covered  hills  rising  steep  from  the 
shore,  a  tapestry  of  green,  gold  and 
scarlet  .  .  .  The  dejected  hats  in 
the  milliner's  shop  .  .  .  Dr.  Blais, 
Pills  and  Medicated  Wines  .  .  . 
The  mirrors,  varnished  pine  curli- 
cues and  kabobs  of  the  former 
Queen's  Hotel  bar-room,  dusty, 
empty  and  forlorn  .  .  .  The  short, 
muscular  legs  of  the  Canadienncs 
.  .  .  The  serrated  blue  outline  of  Big 
Megantic  Mountain,  sentinel  of 
the  border  .  .  .  The  Bijou  Theatre, 
where  one  might  not  chew  tobacco 
.  .  .  Small  future  communicants 
repeating  "...  and  to  do  my  duty 
in   that  state   of   life   to   which   it 

shall  please  God  to  call  me."   .   .   . 

*        *        * 

Ottawa 

The  Memorial  Tower  of  the 
Parliament  Buildings  aspiring  to 
heaven,  and  a  Member  of  Parlia- 
ment making  a  forty-minute  appeal 
for  Government  grading   of   man- 


Youth 

— develop  and 
hold  its  glori- 
ous freshness 
until  youth  is 
but  a  mem- 
ory. 


Retain  its  soft,  smooth 
extrancing  beauty  over  the 
years  to  come.  Check  the 
wrinkles  and  flabbiness 
and  keep  the  appearance  of 
youth  with  you  always  thru 

GoUPAUOS         38  - 

ORIENTAL  CREAM 

Made  in  White  -  Flesh  -  Rachel 

bend  10c.  for  Trial  Size 

Ferd-  T-  H°mn»  &  Son.    Montreal    , 


gold  wurzels  .  .  .  M.P.'s  who  say 
Canada  needs  immigrants  .  .  . 
M.P.'s  who  say  taxation  is  too 
high  .  .  .  M.P.'s  who  say  the 
farmer  is  the  victim  of  high 
tariffs  .  .  .  M.P.'s  who  say  the 
artizans  are  being  driven  to  the 
United  States  .  .  .  M.P.'s  who  say 
nothing  is  wrong  with  the  country 
.  .  .  M.P.'s  who  say  everything  is 
wrong  with  the  country  .  .  .  Back 
benchers  who  read  newspapers  all 
session  and  draw  their  $4,000  .  .  . 
Delegations  of  whey-faced  evangel- 
ical clerygmen,  lobbying  for  non- 
sensical repressive  legislation  .  .  . 
The  soap-shiny  wives  of  rural 
M.P.'s,  ostrich  feathers  in  their  hair 
practising  court  curtseys  .  .  .  Men 
who  tell  one  that  certain  Cabinet 
Ministers  employ  numerous  female 
stenographers  not  chosen  for  their 
stenographic  ability  .  .  .  The 
Fourth  Assistant  Comptroller  of 
Fish  Hatcheries,  who  is  a  Canadian 
minor  poet  of  distinction  .  .  .  Fat 
men  sitting  in  the  rotunda  of  the 
Chateau  Laurier,   hats  tilted  over 


eyes,  waiting  for  politicians  .  .  . 
Twenty  below  zero  on  a  February 
morning,  and  the  seventeenth  man 
who  enquires,  "Why  did  we  take 
this  country  from  the  Indians,  any- 
way?" .  .  .  The  wives  of  Cabinet 
Ministers,  wondering  how  aspara- 
gus should  be  eaten  .  .  .  Hull,  in 
Quebec  Province,  across  the  steady- 
flowing  Ottawa,  flaunting  its  allure- 
ments to  the  bibulous  .  .  .  After- 
noon tea  at  the  Chateau  Laurier, 
in  Peacock  Alley  .  .  .  The  11.15 
p.m.  street  car  from  Hull,  and  the 
ebb  tide  of  the  beer-sodden  .  .  . 
The  hat  of  Miss  Agnes  Macphail, 
M.P.  .  .  .  Senators  who  announce 
they  never  read  the  printed  evi- 
dence of  the  Divorce  Bills  .  .  . 
The  Governor-General,  patronizing 
public  functions,  grinning  stoically 
.  .  .  The  reek  of  sulphite  from  the 
Hull  paper  mills  .  .  .  Men  who 
believe  Canada  should  have  a  flag 
of  her  own,  and  who  produce 
crayon  sketches  from  pigskin 
wallets  .  .  .  Maritime  politicians 
(Continued  on  page  43) 
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RECORDS 


DECENT  disc  releases  in  dance- 
land  show  a  decided  leaning 
towards  melody.  Dance  orches- 
tras have  gradually  taken  the 
place  of  prominence  formerly  occu- 
pied by  jazz  bands.  Orchestra- 
tion has  been  brought  in  some 
cases  to  such  a  high  standard  that 
the  conservative  deriders  of  modern 
music  must  be  in  a  fair  way  to 
being  won. 

A  fine  example  of  this  modern 
trend  is  Paul  Whiteman's  "In  a 
Little  Spanish  Town"  (Victor). 
This  waltz  is  almost  a  concert 
number,  but  its  sensuous  melody 
has  sufficient  vigor  to  make  it 
ideal  for  dancing.  The  same  care- 
ful orchestration  is  featured  in 
"There's  a  Boatman  on  the  Volga" 
on  the  reverse  side.  Here  our  now 
familiar  acquaintance,  that  Volga 
boatman,  pops  up  again  for  a 
cracking  fox  trot.  The  vocal 
refrain  is  sung  by  female  pipes  this 
time.  The  experiment  is  satis- 
factory as  a  change,  but  it  is  this 
department's  sage  thought  that 
there  is  nothing  to  touch  an  unc- 
tuous baritone  for  this  purpose. 

The  reverse  is  the  case  with 
Ted  Lewis'  red-hot  rendering  of 
"Blues  My  Naughty  Sweetie  Gives 
To  Me."  The  opus  is  not  exactly 
new  but  good  selections  in  this 
mean  medium  are  rare  to-day  and 
this  torrid  blue  number  makes  it 
seem  as  modern  as  this  morning  s 
paper.  The  encore,  "Tiger  Rag," 
is  an  ecstasy  of  shuffle-shuffle, 
hey-hey  and  mother-burn-my- 
clothes.  It's  low  down  and  we 
don't  mean  possibly.     (Columbia.) 

If  the  above  type  of  lullaby 
offends  your  ears  there  is  a  splendid 
chance  that  you'll  enjoy  "Blue 
Danube"  and  "Venetian  Nights" 
(Apex)  played  by  the  Schubert 
Dance  Orchestra.  The  latter  is  a 
pleasant  arrangement  of  classics 
set  to  waltz  time,  and  very  pretty. 

"Sunny  Disposish"  by  Gersh- 
win and  from  "Americana"  is  sung 
by  the  Merrymakers  for  Bruns- 
wick and  is  one  of  the  outstanding 
vocals    of    the    month.     There    is 


The  Six  Best 

DANCE  RECORDS 
RECEIVED 

Foxtrots 
"Hello,  Bluebird"  (Columbia). 
"In  Araby  with  You"  (Victor) 
"Blues  My  Naughty  Sweetie  Gives 

to  Me"  (Columbia) 
"I  Want  to  Be  Known  as  Susie's 

Feller"  (Brunswick) 
Waltzes 
"Spanish  Town"  (Victor) 
"Venetian  Nights"  (Apex) 


something  about  this  "Be  Happy" 
song  that  makes  it  appeal  to  the 
most  cynical.  The  Merrymakers 
will  charm  away  that  income  tax 
expression  and  they  finish  the  job 
with  "Down  on  the  Banks  of  the 
Old  Yazoo"  as  an  encore.  Both 
are  full  of  soft  harmony.  And 
what's  more,  you  can  hear  every 
word. 

The  two  favorites  from  "Criss- 
Cross,"  the  Fred  Stone  show,  are 
having  a  great  play  this  month. 
Both  Victor  and  Columbia  have 
turned  out  first  string  records  of 
"You  Will— Won't  You?"  and  "In 
Araby  with  You."  Nat  Shilkret 
does  it  for  Victor  while  the  Ipana 
Troubadours  do  themselves  credit 
for  Columbia.  The  latter  have 
the  vocal  chorus  in  the  hands  of 
Charles  Kaley,  than  whom  there 
is  none    better. 

There  are  also  two  Apex  ren- 
derings of  "Cherie,  I   Love  You." 


Popular  Song  Illustrated:  "Where' 'd 
You  Get  Those  Eyes?" 


Annette  Hanshaw  sings  it  and 
"Calling  Me  Home"  in  approved 
Keith  circuit  style  and  the  Radio 
Imps  intone  it  in  the  same  vein, 
but  to  a  suggestion  of  syncopation. 
On  the  reverse  of  the  latter  is  one 
of  Vernon  Dalhart's  grand  old 
weeping  festivals  called  "An  Old- 
fashioned  Picture."  These  and 
other  pathetic  ballads  probably 
go  well  in  the  sticks,  but  if  you 
approve  of  bobbed  hair,  the  other 
side  will  wear  out  first. 
I SHAM  JONES,  the  Isham  Jones, 

ladies  and  gentlemen,  is  on  deck 
again  with  two  fine  fox  trots:  "I 
want  to  Be  Known  as  Susie's 
Feller,"  and  "I  Lost  My  Heart  in 
Monterey."  Both  are  all  a  fox- 
trot should  be  and  something 
thrown  in  for  good  measure. 
"Susie's  Feller"  is  peppy;  its  team 
mate  is  pretty.    (Brunswick.) 

Think  'way  back.  See  if  you 
can  remember  "Bye-Bye,  Black- 
bird." It's  back  again  in  its  sequel 
which  is  called — guess  what — yes, 
you're  right,  "Hello,  Bluebird." 
"Hello,  Bluebird"  hasa  more  rollick- 
ing lilt  to  it  than  its  predecessor 
and  is  sure  to  be  popular  even  if 
it  does  not  equal  the  latter's  longe- 
evity  record.  Another  nice  thing 
about  this  record  is  the  opposite 
side,  "Some  Day,"  made  attrac- 
tive and  novel  by  a  harp  obligate 
(Columbia.) 

Waring's  Pennsylvanians  play 
"It  Made  You  Happy  When  You 
Made  Me  Cry,"  for  Victor,  with 
Nat  Shilkret's  gang  doing  "Lay 
Me  Down  to  Sleep  in  Carolina" 
attached.  Both  are  good  though 
neither  are  sensational. 

The  Hollywood  Dance  Orchestra 
is  an  aggregation  which  has  notice- 
ably improved  in  recent  records. 
They  play  "Climbing  up  the 
Ladder  of  Love"  from  the  Vanities 
for  Apex  and  they  make  a  splendid 
fox  trot  of  it.  Ideas  count  in 
records  to-day  and  these  boys 
have  plenty  of  them,  but  are  not 
freakish.  They  put  this  number 
over    well.      Irving    Abram's    Or- 
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Records — (Continued) 
chestra    with    "Mary    Lou"    next 
door  is  adequate. 

We  have  always  had  a  soft  spot 
in  our  heart  for  the  A.  and  P. 
Gypsies  despite  their  unromantic 
name.  This  month  they  play 
"Gypsy  Moon"  and  "Farewell, 
Farewell,  My  Village"  for  Bruns- 
wick. These  two  selections  make 
good  listening  to  on  a  quiet  even- 
ing. There  is  melody  and  abandon 
in  them,  gaiety  with  a  tragic 
undercurrent. 

"That's  a  Good  Girl"  and 
"Just  a  Little  Longer"  by  Fred 
Rich  and  his  Hotel  Astor  Orches- 
tra, ably  supplemented  by  "The 
Crooners,"  are  right  on  the  crest, 
a  brace  of  good  fox  trots.  (Col- 
umbia.) The  same  may  be  said 
of  Goldkette's  Book-Cadillac  Or- 
chestra playing  "Just  a  Bird's 
Eye  View  of  My  Old  Kentucky 
Home"  and  "There's  a  Little 
White  House  on  a  Little  Green 
Hill"  (Victor).  These  are  all  good 
additions  to  your  current  list. 
TWO  waltzes  that  will  be  featured 
a  good  deal  wherever  waltzes 
are  featured  this  winter,  will  be 
"Stars  Are  the  Windows  of 
Heaven"  and  "When  You  Waltz 
With  the  One  You  Love."  Both 
are  handled  beautifully  by  Ben 
Selyin's  orchestra.  The  vocal 
chorus  is  not  too  sugary  and  the 
melody  is  good,  though  somewhat 
conventional.     (Brunswick.) 

Glantz  and  his  orchestra  register 
about  55%  in  these  quarters  with 
"Precious"  and  "Ting-a-Ling,  the 
Bells'll  Ring."  The  Radio  Franks 
are  fair  in  "I  Found  a  Million 
Dollar  Baby"  and  Roy  O'Connor  in 
the  next  act  makes  "The  Prisoner's 
Sweetheart"  even  sadder  than  that 
touching  song  was  intended.  To 
the  accompaniment  of  a  piano  he 
sings  slowly — oh,  so  slowly!  the 
following  gem: 

"Once   again    we   will  walk    in   the 
moonlight 

"And  the  sorrowful  past  we'll  for- 
get. 
What    the    world   things    about    us 
won't  matter; 

To  society  you've  paid  your  debt." 

Pretty,  but  is  it  art?     (Apex.) 

*     *     * 

Student  Scrap 

"Fire  starts  in  waste  paper  basket 
occupied  by  two  students." 

— Iowa  Paper. 


Hi-Jinks 

"Capt.  Devereux  is  a  real  hero. 
He  stood  on  the  bride  until  the 
crew  had  left." 

— Worcester   (Mass.)    Blade. 
Oh,    boy!    What    a    wedding    that 

must  have  been ! 

*  *     * 

"Dr.  Bolton  delivered  an  im- 
moral and  highly  interesting 
talk  at  the  meeting  of  the 
Punxsutawney  Ministerial  As- 
sociation yesterday." 

— Punxsutawney  (Pa.)  Spirit. 

You  should  'a'  bin  with  us. 

*  *      * 

"For  sale:  Entire  stock  Leghorns, 
100-year-old  hens  selected  for 
breeding.  Write  E.  Myers,  Elm 
Grove,  R.D.  5,  Phone  I4-F-31." 

— Wheeling  (Va.)  Post- Intelligencer. 

*  *      * 

A   Thrilling    Rescue 

"Fred  Call,  a  national  forest  fire 
guard,  saved  a  giant  tree  by 
crawling  into  the  hollow  part, 
which  was  aflame,  and  cutting 
away  the  burning  wood.  First 
he  chopped  down  the  tree." 

— Great  Falls  (Mont.)  Leader. 

*  *      * 

News  at  Last 
"Bitten  by  a  pet  dog  yesterday 
at  his  home,  Eddie  S.  Dimond, 
two-and-a-half-year-old  son  of 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lewis  H.  Dimond, 
seized  the  canine  and  bit  it 
twice." 

— Bridgeport  (Conn.)  Post. 

*  *      * 

Quaker  Conservatism 

THE  WEATHER 
"Tuesday,  fair  with  rising  tem- 
erature,    probably    followed    by 
Wednesday. 

— Johnstown  (Pa.)   Democrat. 

*  *      * 

"Lyric    Theatre,     Thursday — 

Friday,'  'Percy."      It  was  made 

in  Yuma.     One  of  the  actors  was 

drowned     here.      It's     a     dandy 

comedy-drama." 

—  Yuma  (Ariz.)  Herald  (ad.) 

It's  a  dandy  press  agent. 
*       *       # 

For  Shame! 

"Have  a  drink?" 
"Jush  had  one!" 
"Have  another?" 
"Jush  had  another!" 
"Well,   how   about   one   more?" 
"Shay,    are    you    tryin'    to    get 
me    drunk?"  — Brown    Jug. 


"A  sunny 

disposish" 

THIS  young  man  hasn't  ruined 
his  "disposish"  at  shopping 
for  his  wife.  He  has  that  haunting 
melody  from  "Americana"  running 
through  his  head  as  sung  by  the 
Merrymakers  for  Brunswick. 

"Sunny    disposish"    from  Americana 

"Down  on  the  banks  of  the  Old  Yazoo" 

sung  by  the  Merrymakers  3312 

"Don't  be  angry  with  me" 

"It  made  you  happy  when  you  made  me 

Cry"  sung  by  Esther  Walker  3348 

"Sunday"  fox  trots 

"Having  lotS  Of  fun"  Abe  Lyman's  California 
Orchestra  3286 

"A  little  music  in  the  moonlight" 

"I'd  love  to  call  you  my  sweetheart"  fox 

trots — Park  Lane  Orchestra  3356 

"Desert  Eyes"  fox  trots  3360 

"Kiss  your  little  baby  goodnight"     Jules 

Herbuveaux'  Palmer  House  Victorians 

"Walktire"   Wintersturme  wichen  den  Won. 

nemond  (Siegmund's  Love  Song) — Act  I  .  .  . 
"MeiStersinger"   Morgenlich  leuchtend   im    ro- 

sigen  Schein  (Walther's  prize  song) — Act  III  .  . 

Wagner — sung     by  Lauritz   Melchor.    tenor,    in 

German  50085 

"Hymn  tO  the  SUn"fromCoqd'Or— (Rimsky- 
Korsakow  Kreisler) 

"Heart  of  the  Harlequin"  Drigo-Auer— vio- 
lin solos  played  by  Mishel  Piastro  10269 

Always  something  new  on 
Brunswick  Records 

THERE'S  NEW  SNAP,  RHYTHM  AND    PEP 
IN  "LIGHT-RAY"  RECORDS 

PANATROPES  -  RADIOLAS  -  RECORDS 
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TITANS.      Two   poems    by   E.    J. 

Pratt.      Published   by    McMillan 

&  Co.,  Toronto.  $1 .00. 
I^R.  PRATT,  whose  two  pre- 
vious volumes  "Newfound- 
land Verse"  and  "The  Witches' 
Brew"  have  already  brought  him 
to  the  serious  attention  of  the 
critics,  has  produced  a  third  volume 
which  is  to  my  mind  the  most 
significant  of  all  his  work.  The 
two  poems  contained  in  this  small 
volume  have  tremendous  strength 
and  dramatic  force.  They  are 
veritable  epics  of  imaginative  con- 
flict. Both  have  battle  for  their 
theme.  The  first  concerns  the 
mighty  cachalot  who,  fresh  from 
laurels  of  victory  over  his  prodi- 
gious enemy,  a  kraken,  engages  in 
an  heroic  conflict  with  a  whaling 
ship  in  which  both  assailant  and 
assailed  perish.  The  second,  en- 
titled "The  Great  Feud,"  is  "A 
Dream  of  a Pleiocene Armageddon," 
a  titanic  war  between  the  creatures 
of  the  earth  and  the  creatures  of 
the  sea. 

While  Mr.  Pratt  describes  the 
furious  conflict  of  strange  and 
exotic  beasts,  he  himself  for  our 
pleasure  hurls  tremendous  forces 
of  strange  and  exotic  words  against 
each  other  to  the  glory  of  litera- 
ture. Perhaps  this  battle  of  words 
is  more  important  than  any  other 
feature  of  the  poems.  Take,  for 
instance,  this  description  of  the 
interior  workings  of  the  cachalot: 

"But  huge  as  was  his  tail  or  fin, 
His  bulk  of  forehead,  or  his  hoists 
And  slow  subsidences  of  jaw, 
He  was  more  wonderful  within, 


His  iron  ribs  and  spinal  joists 
Enclosed  the  sepulchre  of  a  maw. 
The  bellows  of  his  lungs  might  sail 
A  herring  skiff,  such  was  the  gale 
Along  the  wind-pipe;  and  so  large 
The  lymph-flow  of  his  active  liver, 
One  might  believe  a  fair-sized  barge 
Could  navigate  along  the  river; 
And  the  islands  of  his  pancreas 
Were  so  tremendous  that  between 

'em 
A   punt  would  sink;   while  a   cart 

might  pass 
His  bile-duct  to  the  duodenum 
Without  a  peristaltic  quiver. 
And  cataracts  of  red  blood  stormed 
His   heart   while   lower   down   was 

formed 
That  fearful  labyrinthine  coil 
Filled  with  the  musk  of  ambergris; 
And  there  were  reservoirs  of  oil 
And  spermaceti;  and  renal  juices 
That   poured   in    torrents   without 

cease 
Throughout  his  grand  canals  and 

sluices. 
And  hid  in  his  arterial  flow 
Were  flames  and  currents  set  aglow 
By  the  wild  pulses  of  the  chase 
With  fighters  of  the  Saxon  race." 

A  rare  gift  for  simile  and  meta- 
phor comes  naturally  to  Mr.  Pratt. 
For  example,  the  "scabrous  feelers 
of  the  kraken  lie  about  his  head 
.  .  .  like  a  litter  of  pythons 
settling  there." 

Another  example  is 

"Vibrant  calms  unknown  before 
Lay  on  the  Australasian  shore, 
And  silences,  a  hooded  band, 
Like  portents  of  catastrophe, 
Tip-toed  expectant  on  the  land. 


And   mummed   about   the   open 
sea." 

The  battle  of  birds  and  beasts 
is  a  tremendous  spectacle  as  Mr. 
Pratt  gives  it  to  us.  For  miles 
along  the  Australasian  shore  the 
rival  forces  charge  and  retreat. 
For  the  beasts  there  are  battalions 
of  lions,  elephants,  jackals,  rhino- 
ceroses and 

"The    charge    of    the    congregated 

packs 
Of   wolves  whose   shadow-doubled 

forms 
Swept  down  as  if  they  had  been 

hurled, 
By    the    vexed    hands    of    winter 

storms, 
From     all     the     tundras     of     the 

world  .   .   ." 

"When  suddenly  as  by  design 
It  seemed  as  if  the  whole  Pacific 
Had  yielded  up  her  most  terrific 
Monsters  of  the  fighting  line. 
Their   long   blades  flashing   in   the 

sun, 
Sword-fish  were  swimming  up  the 

run, 
Accompanied  by  flagitious  things, 
Saw-bills  with  their  deadly  pikes, 
Thornbacks    with    their    poisoned 

spikes, 
Torpedo  rays  with  scorpion  stings." 

while 

"Cormorants,  in  carrion  mood, 
Ospreys  and  kestrels  thronged  the 
sky." 

The  strife  is  complicated  by  the 
appearance  of  a  dinosaur  who  as  an 
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egg  had  been  left  behind  by  his 
vanished  race  and  hatched  by  a 
motherly  moa.  Now  somewhat 
mystified  as  to  his  authentic  par- 
tisanship he  mingles  wildly  in  the 
fray,  first  on  the  side  of  the  beasts 
but  soon 

"A  tidal  call  that  beat  like  pain 
From  spinal  ganglion  to  brain 
Now    made    him    shake    his    foes 
aside," 

with  the  result  that  he  hurls  him- 
self into  the  sea.  Before  his 
departure,  however,  he  has  been 
adopting  the  tactics  of  a  mad 
Irishman  at  a  county  fair,  and  has 
completely  demoralized  the  forces 
from  the  land.  Suddenly  the 
beasts  turn  upon  each  other  with 
a  tremendous  cry. 

"So   piercing   was   the  central   cry 
It  carried   to  the  southward  high 
Over  the  foothills  to  the  crests 
Of  the  snowy  Guadeleras,  waking 
The  aeries  of  the  eagles  .  .   ." 

In  the  midst  of  the  carnage  a 
volcano  bursts  into  action  and 
wipes  out  the  battlefield. 

This  is  all  fine  heroic  stuff  and 
excellent  reading.  However  Mr. 
Pratt  has  realized  that,  handed  to 
us  cold,  it  would  lack  conviction. 
By  the  lighting  touch  of  humour, 
the  feast  of  word  and  picture  is 
presented  to  us  patently  for  our 
delectation,  and  our  credulity  is 
not  stretched.  It  is  in  the  humor- 
ous department,  however,  that 
Mr.  Pratt  is  weakest.  To  my 
mind,  he  has  occasionally  broaden- 
ed to  too  great  an  extent  the  deli- 
cate thread  of  wit  which  does  and 
should  run  through  both  these  fine 
narratives. 

Nevertheless,  "Titans"  is  as 
interesting  a  piece  of  verse  as  you 
will  find  in  the  book  lists  this  year. 
Some  of  the  passages  are  in  the 
Masefieldian  tradition,  some  have 
a  true  Homeric  flavour  and  most 
are  just  Mr.  Pratt  and  you  and 
I  having  a  wonderful  time  with  a 
lot  of  fantastic  words  and  phrases. 
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It:  "I've  just  thought  of  something  clever,  dear." 
Her:  "Beginner's  luck.,  eh,  dear?" 


THE   COLUMN.        By      Hallam 

Walker    Davis.  Toronto,    the 

MacMillans.     $2.25. 

This  volume  is  one  of  the  Borzoi 
handbooks  of  journalism,  and  at- 
tempts to  be  something  of  a  text 
book  for  the  potential  "colyum" 
conductor  or  contributor.  It  suc- 
ceeds in  its  purpose  as  well  as 
might  be  expected  when  one  con- 
siders the  infinite  variety  and  lack 
of   standardization   in   its  subject. 

As  we  see  it,  the  "colyum"  on 
this  continent  is  either  a  series 
of  paragraphs  and  an  outgrowth 
of  the  notes  and  comments  news- 
papers tack  on  to  the  end  of  their 
editorials,  or  else  it  is,  as  in  the 
case  of  all  the  best  columns,  the 
personal  means  of  expression  of 
its  conductor.  If  it  falls  into 
the  latter  type  there  are  as  many 
classifications  as  there  are  types 
of  personality.  Professor  Hallam 
Walker  Davis's  handling  of  this 
difficult  subject  is  an  heroic  one 
and  only  partially  successful.  It 
is  our  belief  that  people  can  be  no 
more  taught  to  write  columns  by 
the  text  book  method  than  they 
can  be  taught  to  write  poetry  in 
class-rooms. 

Professor  Davis's  book  is  a 
text-book  right  enough.  He  has 
his  subject  analysed  and  divided 
up  into  chapters.        He  attempts 


to  give  a  working  analysis  for 
making  epigrams,  jingles,  verse 
and  light  essays  and  fails  every 
time  for  the  obvious  reason  that 
in  the  column  spontaneity  is  the 
first  and  almost  the  last  essential. 
There  may  be  such  a  thing  as  a 
synthetic  column,  but  its  con- 
ductor is  not  widely  known. 

This  book  may,  however,  serve 
to  broaden  the  popularity  of  and 
stimulate  interest  in  columns  and 
column  conductors  generally, which 
is  something.  Moreover,  the  sel- 
ections reprinted  are  in  the  main 
interesting.  If,  however,  the  ob- 
ject of  the  book  was  to  popularize 
the  "colyum"  more  striking  ex- 
amples  might   have   been   chosen. 

Professor  Davis  had  a  practic- 
ally hopeless  task  before  him  but 
he  has  attacked  it  nobly  and  in  a 
style  which  is  notably  free  from 
pedagogy. 

THREE  PEOPLE.       By   Mabel 
Barnes    Gurnley,    Toronto,  Mus- 
son  Book  Co.     $2.00. 
The  effect  of  the  Great  War  on 
the  life  of  the  individual  provides 
an  interminable  source  of  supply 
of  novel  material.        Another  un- 
fortunate circumstance,  the  direct 
result  of  the  war,  is  the  foundation 
for  this  story.        With   the  scene 
{Continued  on  page  39) 
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Wouldn't  Stay  Down 

HE  WAS  putting  in  long  hours  at  un- 
skilled work.  His  small  pay  scarcely 
lasted  from  week  to  week. 

He  saw  other  men  promoted.  Then 
he  learned  the  reason.  They  had  special 
training.  He  made  up  his  mind  to  get 
that  kind  of  training. 

He  sent  to  Montreal  a  coupon  like  the  one 
below.     That  was  his  first  step  upward. 

The  reward  was  not  long  coming — an  increase 
in  salary.  Then  he  was  made  Foreman.  Now 
he  is  Superintendent. 

It  j  ust  shows  what  a  man  with  ambition  can  dol 

What  about  you?  You  don't  hare  to  stay  down. 
You  can  climb  to  the  position  you  want  in  the 
work  you  like  best. 

The  way  to  do  it  is  easy — without  obligating 
Vourself  in  any  way,  mark  and  mail  this  coupon. 

TEAR  OUT  HERE 

INTERNATIONAL   CORRESPONDENCE 

SCHOOLS  CANADIAN,   LIMITED 
Department  1988-B.  Montreal,   Canada 

Without  cost  or  obligation,  please  send  me  lull  In- 
formation about  the  subject  before  which  I  have 
marked  "X"  in  the  list  below: 

BUSINESS  TRAINING   DEPARTMENT 

□  Business  Management        □  French 

□  Industrial  Management     □  Salesmanship 

□  Personnel  Organization      □Advertising 

□  Traffic  Management  fjBetter  Letters 

□  Banking  &  Banking  Law   q  Foreign  Trade 
□Accountancy  □Show  Card  Lettering 

□  Nicholson  Cost  Acc'ting     □  Stenography  &  Typing 


□  Bookkeeping 

□  Business  English 
□Private  Secretary 
□Spanish 


□  Common  Scb'ISubjecta 

□  High  School  Subjects 

□  Illustrating 

□  Cartooning 


TECHNICAL  and  INDUSTRIAL  DEPARTMENT 

□  Electrical  Engineering       □  Architect 


□  Contractorand  Builder 

□  Architect'l  Draftsman 

S  Concrete  Builder 
Structural  Engineer 

□  Plumbing  and  Heating 

□  Textile  Manufacturing 

□  Chemistry 

□  Pharmacy 


□  Electric  Lighting 

□  Electrical  Wiring 

□  Mechanical  Engineer 

□  Mechanical  Draftsi;  an 

□  M achine  Shop  Practice 

□  Railroad  Positions 

□  Gas  Engine  Operating 

□  Civil  Engineering 

□  Surveying and  Mapping    □Automobile  Work 

□  Min.Eng.or  Metallurgist  □  Navigation 

□  Steam  Engineer  □Agriculture  &  Poultry 

□  Radio  □Mathematics 

□  Airplane  Engines 

Name 

Street 

Adaress 


The  Captain's  bellow  sounded 
from  the  bridge.  "All  hands  on 
deck!  Man  the  t'ps'l  and  the 
f  g Tt'z'ds!  Crowd  on  all  the  sale 
we've  got — clearance,  fire,  in- 
ventory, semi-annual  and  annual, 
also  going  out  of  business!" 

The  able  seamen,  and  even  those 
who  were  barely  able  to  get  about, 
scampered  aloft  and,  in  obedience 
to  their  captain's  order,  crowded 
on  sail  for  all  they  were  worth. 
In  hardly  a  moment  the  masts 
were  jammed  to  suffocation.  Then 
the  guard  yelled,  "Times  Square!" 


City 

Occupation . 


.Ptov. 


If  name  of  Course  you  want  is  not  in  the  above  list, 
vlease  explain  your  needs  In  a  letter. 

Pieces    of    Seven 

A  Story  of  the  Spanish- Main  9441 
"Heaven    preserve    us!      It's     a 
pirate  ship!" 

Pandemonium  broke  loose  on 
the  broad,  fair  deck  of  the  British 
merchant  vessel  as  this  cry  floated 
down  from  the  lookout,  who  was' 
immediately  thereafter  looking  out 
for  himself  by  shinnying  down 
from  his  lofty  perch  on  the  miz- 
zen-mast. 


New  Lodger:  "When  I  left  my 
last  place  my  landlady  wept." 

Landlady:  "That  won't  be  the  case 
with  me.  I  have  payment  in  ad- 
Vance."  — Kasper,  Stockholm. 

and  in  a  twinkling — or  no,  that's 
another   story. 

In  the  meantime  the  pirate 
craft  was  surging  forward  like 
Mr.  Timmins,  who  weighs  three 
hundred  pounds,  chasing  the  8:12 
into  town.  A  cannon  boomed 
from  her  upper  fighting  deck  and 
a  globular  piece  of  iron  hopped 
over  and  cracked  the  main  mast 
of  the  English  vessel.  It  began 
to  look  like  a  hard  winter. 

"What  shall  we  do?  What  shall 
we  do?"  shrieked  the  passengers 
whose  alarm  at  the  approach 
of  the.  enemy  was  not  inconsid- 
erable. 

"Walk,  do  not  run — "  began  the 
First  Mate  who  had  worked  in  a 
theatre  once.  But  at  that  moment 
the  pirate  craft  was  almost  at 
their  very  side. 

"All  hands,  prepare  for  boarders  I 
boomed  the  captain's  voice. 

"But  we  haven't  a  thing  in  the 
house  to  eat,"  wailed  the  cook. 
What  a  dilemma! 

"We  might  make  somefishballs," 


suggested  Mrs.  Hostetter.  "Or 
maybe   the   delicatessen — " 

But  at  that  moment  a  cheer  went 
up  from  the  assembled  company. 

"What's  up?"  demanded  a 
young  man  who  knew  that  all  you 
readers  would  want  to  know  the 
reason  for  the  cheer,  which  was 
given  heartily  and  not  at  all  like 
a  Columbia  yell. 

"The  ship's  doctor  has  run  up 
a  quarantine  flag,  and  we  are 
saved!" 

Sure  enough  the  yellow  bunting 
was  already  streaming  in  the 
wind  far  above  their  heads.  With 
a  cry  of  baffled  rage,  the  Span- 
ish pirate  vessel  reared  back  on 
its  haunches  to  check  its  progress 
toward  its  ominously  labeled  vic- 
tim. In  fact  it  reared  so  suddenly 
that  it  fell  clear  over  backward 
and  limped  away  with  a  hangdog 
air  amid  the  ribald  jeers  of  the 
Englishmen. 

So  Paul  married  Virginia  and 
England  became  the  proud  mis- 
tress of  the  seas.  John  G.  Emery. 
*       *        * 

Oops,  M'Dear! 

"Washington  (D.C.)  Star  (adv.). 
— Will  rent  furnished  room  in 
the  Rochambeau  apartments, 
share  bath  with  one  lady;  refer- 
ences exchanged. 
The  effect  of  Earl  Carroll  on  the 

capital  of  our  neighbour  t.t.s.  of  U. 

*        *        * 

Weather  Note 

"Miss  Susanne  Vilgerman,  pop- 
ular clerk  in  the  Emporium 
Department  Store,  has  been 
taken  out  of  woolens  and  put 
into  lingerie." 
Excerpt  from  department  store 

ad.     in     the    Clear     Lake    (N.D.) 

Beacon. 

Signs  of  spring! 

*        *        * 

Disston  (Mich.)  Mirror  (edi- 
torial).— Every  man  should  stick 
to  his  trade.  When  he  goes 
prowling  about  in  strange  pas- 
tures he  spoils  the  broth. 
Think  of  the  editors  who  would 
have  made  good  chaps,  or  scouts. 


olDaus 


l$490 


Earn  Your  Tour 

All  or  part.    Organizing 
100  Tours,  $7  a  day  up. 

Liberal  commissions. 
Only  one  appointment  in 
each  town  or  college.  Write 

ALLEN  TOURS,  be 

915  Little  Building,  Boston 
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Carefree  Days 

When  Youth  dashes  happily  from 
theatre  to  hockey  game  to  restaurant. 

You  will  enjoy  the  theatres,  the  hockey 
games  and  the  big  doings  of  people  of  affairs 
if  you  read  all  the  up-to-the-minute  fine  points 


in 


$5.00  BY  MAIL.    $6.00  DELIVERED 


B 
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QuickRelief 

Jeff    CUTS 
*       BURNS 
BITES 


D  odd's  Antiseptic  Healing  Ointment 
is  a  safe,  soothing  treatment  for  all  skin 
abrasions,  infections  and  irritations.  Its 
powerful,  antiseptic  action  prevents  infec- 
tion of  open  wounds  and  enables  the 
exceptional  healing  qualities  of  this  famous 
ointment  to  quickly  relieve  pain  and  irrita- 
tion and  bring  about  a  speedy  recovery. 

D  odd's 

Antiseptic -Healing 

OINTMENT 

for  cuts,  burns,  scalds,  bites,  sore  feet, 
abscesses,  old  sores,  boils,  eczema,  piles, 
ulcers,  hives  and  all  diseases  of  the  skin. 
Absolutely  pure  and  non-irritating.  An 
excellent  after-shaving  treatment  for  tender 
skins.  Heals  small  cuts  or  chafing  and 
leaves  the  skin  smooth  and  soft. 

Keep  a  tin   on   hand  for 
regular  and  emergency  use 


©  HEALING*. 


50c  At  All  Druggists 

SEND   COUPON    BELOW 
FOR    GENEROUS 


*&-'. 


DEPARTMENT  STORE  LYRIC 

Although  I  like  the  gentleman 
Who,  flower  in  coat,  parades  the 
floor 
And  when  I  enter    and  look  round 
Asks,  "What  is  madam  looking 
for?" 

In  spite  of  how  much  I  approve 
The  head  sales  clerk  of  That  and 
This, 


Who  meets  me  as  I  turn  the  aisle 
And  questions,  "May  I  help  you, 
miss?" 

My  heart  can  never  warm  to  them, 

They    do   not  brim  my  cup  of 

cheer 

As   does   the   girl   who   wraps   the 

thing 

And  says,  "It  fits  you  gorgeous, 

dear!"  — New   Yorker. 


An  Affair  of  Honour 

(Continued  from  page  15) 

into  a  taxi  cab.  "Must  away,"  he 
stated.  "Ungentlemanly  to  brawl 
on  the  street." 

Andy  and  Johnny  began  to 
brawl  in  the  cab. 

Ezekiel  pulled  Andy  out,  and 
into  another  cab. 

"Hotel,"  he  advised  the  drivers 
uncertainly. 

Somehow  he  took  two  rooms. 
The  taxi  men  followed  demanding 
their  respective  fares. 

Ezekiel  looked  at  them  with 
sudden  elation,  'Seconds,"  he 
declared  directing  one  to  Andy's 
room  and  one  to  that  of  Johnny. 
'Prime  principals  for  engagement." 
He  scratched  his  head  vaguely. 
"Need  priming.  Imperarative!" 
He  telephoned  downstairs,  con- 
ferred with  hotel  commissariat. 
Presently  he  was  carrying  things  to 
Andy's  room  and  to  Johnny's. 
"Priming,"  he  said  with  determ- 
ined sagacity.  He  continued  to 
walk  back  and  forth  between  the 
two  rooms. 

Mr.  Posthack  sat  leaningly  upon 
the  bed  in  his  room.  "More 
priming,"  he  admonished  his 
second. 

The  cabman  wiped  the  back  of 
his  mouth  and  handed  something 
to  his  principal.  "Prime,"  he 
commented. 

Beyond  the  partition  Mr.  Grant 
sat  upon  the  floor.  "The  score?" 
he  inquired  of  his  trusty. 

The  taxi  driver  effected  a  vague 
and  elaborate  computation.  "Six," 
he  stated. 

Mr.  Everson  steps  out  for  a  drink- 
At  first  Mr.  Snell  found  it  a 
little  difficult  to  make  the  journey 
between  the  rooms  of  the  rivals, 
but  as  the  night  wore  on  he  be- 
came increasingly  efficient.  By 
leaning  a  little  to  the  left  on  leav- 
ing the  Posthack  camp  and  then 
bearing  suddenly  to  the  right  for 
six  or  eight  paces  he  would  find 
himself  before  Johnny's  door.  Re- 
versing the  process  was  hard  but 
possible. 

The  taxi  men  were  doing  sur- 
prisingly well.  It  was  evident  that 
they  had  both  quickly  acquired  the 
spirit  of  the  occasion.  Johnny  and 
his  second  had  each  found  in  the 
other  a  David  and  a  Jonathan. 
(Continued  on  page  46) 
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COUGHS  YOU  HAVE  HEARD 


} 


\she>  should  oil  that 
squeak  with 

MMHOLAHJM 

COUGH     DROPS 

lo. 


Books 

(Continued  from  page  35) 

laid  in  the  cosmopolitan  atmos- 
phere of  the  Swiss  Alps,  two 
splendidly  portrayed  characters  are 
introduced.  One  crippled  in 
health  as  a  result  of  his  war 
service  still  harbours  an  intense 
hatred  of  Germans  and  all  things 
German.  The  other  is  a  young 
German  who  lived  the  greater 
part  of  his  life  in  England,  serving 
her  in  the  war,  and,  unknown  to 
the  other,  saves  his  life  under 
heroic   circumstances. 

The  meeting  in  Switzerland  of 
course  provides  the  real  story. 
The     Englishman's     prejudice     is 


ga.  Sickness 

— in  the  roughest  waters.  This  ap- 
palling nausea  is  unnecessary  suf- 
fering. Mothersill's  prevents  Travel 
Sickness  on  your  journeys  by  Sea, 
Train,   Auto,   Car  or  Air.  3i 

75C.  &  $1.50  at  Drug  Stores  or  direct 
The   Mothersill   Remedy  Co.,    Ltd. 

Montreal 


finally  overcome  when  his  sister 
falls  in  love  with  the  German  and 
the  story  is  brought  to  the  usual 
delightful  conclusion. 

It  makes  very  good   reading. 

THE  GOLDEN  SCARAB.  By 
Hopkins  Moorehouse.  Toronto 
Musson  Book  Co.     $2.00. 

Here  is  a  gripping  mystery  at 
its  best.  The  great  "Alceste" 
of  the  keen  mind  and  master 
cunning,  whose  exploits  in  "The 
Gauntlet  of  Alceste"  provided 
genuine  thrills,  returns  in  "The 
Golden  Scarab."  A  story  of 
more  involved  circumstances  could 
hardly  be  imagined,  but  Mr .  Moore- 
house maintains  the  clear  thread 
of  the  yarn  leaving  no  loose  ends. 
His  attention  to  detail  is  most 
conscientious  and,  as  he  points 
out  in  his  foreword,  the  events 
are  not  improbable  since  the  story 
has  its  foundation  on  facts  ob- 
tained from  a  well-known  Egypt- 
ologist. The  combination  of  the 
activities  of  an  Eastern  crime 
ring  with  New  York  East  Side 
methods  is  a  successful  one.  Mr. 
Moorehouse  is  a  master  of  the  art 
of  mystery. 

YOUNG  FOLK,  OLD  FOLK.    By 

Constance      Tr  avers      Sweatman. 

Thos.   Allen,    Toronto.     $2.00. 

Let  not  your  heart  be  dismayed 
by  the  title;  it's  the  only  dull 
thing  about  the  book.  Mrs.  Sweat- 
man  is  a  new  writer,  they  say,  and 
if  so  she  has  done  an  unbelievable 
thing.  Along  trails  blazed  by 
Booth  Tarkington  she  takes  her 
readers  and  never  fails  to  show 
them  something  interesting  and 
new.  It's  youth  from  the  girls' 
point  of  view,  with  heavy  parents 
panting  to  keep  up  with  modern 
thought.  Screaming    in    parts. 

Pass  it  on  to  the  odd  friend  and 
he  or  she  will  thank  you;  a  miracle 
that,  but  try  it  and  see. 

Gerry  is  a  character  that  I  hope 
Mrs.  Sweatman  will  make  re- 
appear often.  She  and  her  sister 
Max  are  worth  more  than  one  book 
written  about  them.  Their  home 
is  so  cleverly  and  definitely  drawn 
that  you  seem  to  have  lived  there 
yourself. 

Gerry  and  Max  are  so  much 
alive  that  you  feel  a  natural 
modesty  about  entering  their  bed- 
rooms!    Can't    you    see    Gerry    in 


her  pyjamas  flat  on  her  stomach 
waving  pink  toes  in  the  air  as  she 
reads  Vogue  and  munches  choco- 
lates? 

What  a  pity  Mrs.  Sweatman 
didn't  end  the  book  on  page  295, 
where  Gerry  pokes  her  head  into 
the  library  and  informs  her  parents 
that  they'll  have  to  buy  another 
bed  for  Ted! 

WORD  OF  HONOUR.       By  Sap- 
per.    Hoddcrs   and  Stoughton. 

Sapper  has  written  under  one 
cover  a  number  of  short-story  thril- 
lers such  as  only  "Sapper"  could 
write.  His  stories,  which  are  tinged 
with  a  bit  of  mystery  and  dealings 
with    unknown   powers,  carry   one 

(Continued  on  page  42) 


Immaculate  Jimmy, 

Slick  as  a  whistle, 
His  face  always  smooth, 

No  sign  of  a  bristle. 
Be  like  him,  you  can — 

Not  hard  to  be  that, 
Just  shave  with  "the  blades 

Men  swear  by — not  at." 


mmvmm 


The  Blade  Men  Swear  By— Not  At 

Start  the  New  Year  right.  A  Durham- 
Duplex  will  deliver  365  days  of  care-free 
shaving  satisfaction. 

Get  a  Demonstrator  Razor  with  one  blade 

for  25c.     At  your  dealers,  or 

send    coupon,    checking 

style  preferred. 


/ 


/ 
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5c-    for    „'  l0ronto%t-T0. 


'and 


one  bl 
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Inter-  ~^^ 

changeable  Blades  60c 
package  of  5.  3556A 
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IT'S  a  case  of  "love 
at  first  sight" 
when  your  feet  slip 
into  Invictus  Shoes. 

They  are  chockful  of 
style.  There's  ease 
and  comfort,  too. 
And  the  genuine 
leather  throughout 
gives  Invictus  Shoes 
a  constitution  like 
iron. 

The  model  illustrated 
above  is  No.  X-515, 
a  Balloon  toe  young 
man's  Oxford.  Black, 
or  any  shade  of  Tan. 
Full  extension  sole. 
Natty    oblong    eyelets. 

Manufactured  by 

THE  EAGLE  SHOE  COMPANY,  LIMITED 

Montreal 


the  Best  Good  Shoe 


-<a£u?ayd  &c£p4  tfa  «ttiaftCs' 


As  Some  One  Has  Said 

Reporter  (in  agony) :  Why,  man, 
you  were  within  one  floor  of  the 
world's  record!  Why  didn't  you 
go  on  to  the  top  of  the  building? 

Human  Fly:  Ah,  my  friend, 
that  is  another  story.  — Life. 


go 


the 


Doris:    "Where  will      we 
to-night?" 

Sid.:  "Let's     go  up     on 
belfry." 

Doris:  "Nothing  doing.      I   was 

there  once  with  a  fellow  and   the 

bell  tolled  on  me."  — Film  Fun, 


Dog!  Dog!  Dog! 

The  city  man  went  to  the 
country  to  do  a  bit  of  hunting. 
A  country  acquaintance  provided 
the  dogs  to  accompany  the  hunter. 
The  hunter  sallied  forth  only  to 
return  in  about  an  hour. 

"Well,  why  are  you  back  so 
soon?"  queried  the  farmer. 

"I'm  after  more  dogs." 

"More  dogs?  Those  were  good 
dogs  I  gave  you." 

"I  know,  but  I've  shot  all  those 

dogs  already."  — Gargoyle. 

*  *  * 

Pretty  Thing  (lost  in  the  big 
city):  "Oh,  sir — won't  you — wont 
you  take  me  home?" 

Young  Man:  "Madam,  I'd  love 
to — but  I  can't.  I  live  at  the? 
Y.M.C.A.  —Kittycat. 

Judge:  Now  that  you're  par- 
doned, what  have  you  in  view? 

Convict:  A  bank  and  four  pawn- 
shops, yer  honor.  — Gargoyle. 

*  #  * 

Sheik  to  Music  Clerk — Have 
you  "That  Certain  Feeling"? 

Rapid-Fire  Rachel — Maybe  I 
have  and  maybe  I  haven't. 

—Lord  Jeff. 

*  *  * 

She  Knew  Her  Oats 

Smart  young  collegian  enters 
restaurant  and  seats  himself  at 
the  table  of  snappy  young  waitress. 
As  she  approaches  the  table,  he 
puts  on  his  most  seductive  smile 
and  remarks: 

"Wonderful  day,  cutie." 
"So  it  is,"  she  replied.  "Yes- 
terday was  too,  and  my  name  is 
Katherine — Kitty  for  short.  I'm 
quite  aware  that  I  am  a  pretty 
girl  and  that  I  have  the  most 
entrancing  eyes.  Yes,  I  like  the 
place  very  much,  and  I  don't  think 
the  town  is  'quite  dead.'  I've 
been  here  for  some  time,  and  I 
don't  think  I'm  too  nice  a  girl  to 
be  working  in  this  place.  I'm 
working  to-night  and  can't  go 
to  the  town  dance,  and  if  I  weren't 
I  wouldn't  accept  your  invitation, 
anyway.  My  boy  friend  weighs  a 
hundred  and  ninety  pounds,  and 
watches  out  for  me  when  I  work 
overtime  at  night.  I  appreciate 
it  very  much,  but  he'll  take  me 
home.  Now,  what's  your  order — 
baked  beans,  Spanish  omelet, 
roast  beef,  minute  steak,  or  bread- 
ed veal  cutlet?"  — Brown  Jug. 


Bayer  Aspirin 
Proved  Safe 

Take  without  Fear  as  Told 
in  "Bayer"  Package 


Unless  you  see  the  "Bayer  Cross"  on 
package  or  on  tablets  you  are  not  get- 
ting the  genuine  Bayer  Tablets  of  As- 
pirin proved  safe  by  millions  and  pre- 
scribed by  physicians  over  twenty-five 
years  for 


Colds 
Neuritis 
Toothache 
Neuralgia 


Headache 
Lumbago 
Rheumatism 
Pain,  Pain 


Each  unbroken  "Bayer"  package  con- 
tains proven  directions.  Handy  boxes  of 
twelve  tablets  cost  few  cents.  Drug- 
gists also   sell    bottles   of   24   and    100. 


Two  Ad.  Men  See  a  Pretty  Girl 

"Smart!" 
"Unique!" 
"Modern!" 
"Distinctive!" 
"Real  quality!" 
"Better  class!" 
"Sheer  beauty!" 
"Invites  your  inspection!" 
"Caters  to  discriminating  men!" 
"Please  to  meetcha,  girlie.  Say, 
how  about  some  eats  and  a  show?" 
— W.  W.  Scolt. 


ESTABLISHED    42   YEARS 

Quality  Still  Unequalled 

BURGER'S 
CANDIES 

Uptown  Store,  778  Yonge  St 
Downtown  Store,  92  Yonge  St 

Mail  Orders  and  City 
Deliveries,  Main  2908 
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Advertisements  We  Hope  to  See 

USE  DR.  DOPEY'S  MAGNETIC  ALLEGORICAL 

HEALING  BALM 
Good  for  What  Ails  You\ 
"I  was  all  run  down  like  a  bum  eight-day  clock," 
Mrs.  I.  M.  Nutz  writes  to  the  doctor  in  praise  of 
the  wonderful  remedy,  "and  had  no  ambition.  My 
husband  sassed  me  on  Saturday  nights  and  I  got  a 
hacking  cough  when  he  hit  me  with  a  hatchet.  I 
bought  one  big  bottle  of  your  wonderful  preparation, 
hid  behind  the  front  door,  and,  when  my  husband 
came  in  from  his  work  at  the  still,  I  busted  the  bottle 
of  your  dope  all  over  his  bean.  He  fell  to  the  floor. 
I  completely  cured  him  of  bullying  me  with  just  one 
bottle  of  the  dope.  I  will  praise  you  to  my  dying 
day.      I'll  close  saying  I  am  werry  heppy." 

Mrs.  I.  M.  Nutz,  R.F.D.  No.  000. 

Wildhorse    Gulch,  Rhode  Island. 

*  *        # 

Stop  Remembering 

Do  you  remenber  the  day  you  were  married? 
Do  you  recall  other  of  your  life's  sad  errors?  Do  you 
wish  to  forget  the  blonde  who  has  a  bunch  of  your 
letters  in  the  files  of  her  lawyer's  office?  Do  you 
wish  to  forget  about  the  oil  stock  you  bought,  and  the 
lie  you  told  your  wife  about  how  you  spent  the  pay 
cheque?  Then  by  all  means  take  our  Special  Post- 
Collegiate  Home  Study  Course  in  Applied  Rem- 
embrance Disregard!  This  course  was  prepared 
after  much  research  by  Professor  Ginnhead  of  Sene- 
gambia  University.  Send  for  our  free  booklet.  Or, 
better  still,  clip  the  coupon,  send  us  nine  hundred 
bucks.  Pay  only  eight  hundred  and  ninety  down, 
the  rest  in  easy  installments.    Balance  must  be  paid 

before  the  course  takes  effect. 

*  *        * 

Then   and   Now 

Man  (in  speeding  car,  to  driver) — Say,  this  is  a 

pretty   town,   wasn't  it?  — Lampoon. 

*  *        * 

"Want  a  lift?" 

"No,  thanks.   I'm  walking  to  reduce." 
"Well,  you're  lost.     This  is  the  road  to  Dallas  " 

— Exchange. 

More  of  Those  Songs 

The  tattoo  song — It  tattoo  be  you. 

The  tango  song — Tango  rain  no  mo'. 

The  police  song — O  police   play  for  me   that  sweet 

melodee. 
The  dog  song — Fido  n't  get  the  one  I  want. 
The  stalk  song — Stalk  about  my  sweetie. 
The  hotel  song — Hotel  me  that  you  love  me. 

—Annapolis  Log. 

*  *        * 

T-t-t-tough  L-I-l-luck 

Two  stuttering  blacksmiths  had  finished  heating 
a  piece  of  pig  iron,  and  one  placed  it  upon  the  anvil 
with  a  pair  of  tongs. 

"H-h-h-h-hit  it,"  he  stuttered  to  his  helper. 

"Wh-wh-wh-wh where?"  asked  the  other. 

"Aw,  h-h-h-h-hell,  we'll  have  to  h-h-heat  it 
again  now."  — Whirlwind. 


By  the  Author 
of    "Glitter" 


By  Katharine  Brush 

What  are  the  things  these  amazing  young  peo- 
ple do?  Are  they  only  indiscretions — only  little 
sins  that  delight?  Or  have  they  shocked  even 
the  young  people  themselves? 

The  January  issue  begins  the  story  of  two  girls, 
both  products  of  this  very  sophisticated  age, 
one  of  them  a  cabaret  girl  and  the  other  a  soci- 
ety darling     .     .     .     both  wanted  love. 

Katharine  Brush  has  caught  all  of  the  realities 
of  life  and  translated  them  in  terms  that  appeal 
to  yoving  people.  This,  her  second  novel,  has 
both  lightness  of  touch  and  honest  drama. 

G>liejeHtimOr 

oAt  oAll  sNKews-stands,  the  First  of  Svery  SMonth 
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0\fow  for  that  rubdowriy 

-no  lame  muscles  for  me  / 

You  need  not  suffer  from  a  set 
of  lame  muscles  if  you  finish  off 
a  day  of  unaccustomed  manual 
work  with  an  application  of 
Absorbine,  Jr. 

That  threatened  lameness  just  never 
comes.  It  is  nipped  before  it  sets  in. 
Strained  muscles  are  at  once  soothed 
and  limberness  magically  restored. 

That,  and  a  hundred  other  uses  for 
Absorbine,  Jr.  have  earned  for  this  an- 
tiseptic liniment  a  never-empty  place 
in  thousands  of  medicine  cabinets. 

At  all  druggists',  $1.25,  or  postpaid. 
Liberal  trial  bottle,   10c,  postpaid. 

XV.  F.  YOUNG,  Inc. 

203  Lyman  Bldg., 

Montreal  . 


Other  timely  uses: 
Gut9  Tired  feet 

Strains         Sore  muscles 
Bruises        After  shaving 


Books 

{Continued  from  page  39) 

from  the  seclusion  of  the  barracks 
of  Old  England  to  the  sweltering 
heat  of  Africa,  where  the  eternal 
triangle  is  again  brought  into 
prominence,  ending  in  miscellan- 
eous foul  deeds  which  the  author 
smoothes  over  and  blames  on 
Africa.  It  has  an  insidious  habit 
of  getting  into  a  man's  blood  and 
holding  him  ever  after,  he  intim- 
ates. 

His  stories  are  the  children  of  a 
mind  well  versed  in  the  art  of 
creating  peculiar  situations,  but 
nevertheless  are  very  cleverly  writ- 
ten and  hold  one's  interest  from 
cover  to  cover. 

THE   LIFE  AND    TIMES  OF 
MARTHA  HEPPLETH- 

WAITE.  By  Frank  Sullivan. 
Boni  &  Liveright,  Publishers. 
Frank  Sullivan  at  first  swam 
into  our  ken  through  the  col- 
umns of  the  New  York  Morning 
World.  One  would  be  taking  one's 
news  as  one  found  it  when  sud- 
denly it  would  be  discovered  that 


there  was  something  distinctly 
queer  about  the  story  on  the  front 
page  of  the  second  section.  It 
might  start  off  as  a  regular  police 
court  story  but  it  finally  ended  up 
giving  the  impression  of  a  three- 
ting  circus  in  a  drug  addict's 
bedlam.  Frank  Sullivan's  name 
would  be  at  the  bottom.  Its 
juxtaposition  to  the  sober  news- 
print alongside  served  admirably 
to  set  off  its  refreshing  foolishness, 
its  ridiculous  absurdity. 

Absurdity  is  Sullivan's  medium. 
There  is  nothing  subtle  about  his 
method.  His  humour  does  not 
creep  up  behind  you  and  tickle 
you  with  a  feather  duster.  It 
stands  up  in  front  and  socks  you 
between  the  eyes  with  a  cleaver. 
If  he  misses  you  once  he  is  sure 
to  come  back  undismayed  with 
a  telling  haymaker. 

In  the  course  of  Mr.  Sullivan's 
stories,  one  gradually  grew  to 
know  certain  persons  of  impor- 
tance. There  was  for  example 
Aunt  Sarah  Gallup,  a  worthy 
dame  of  a  few  centuries  and, 
nore  vividly,  Martha  Hepple- 
thwaite,  also  of  undertain  vintage, 
who  is  the  subject  of  this  book. 
The  dear  girl  is  Mr.  Sullivan's 
secretary.  To  say  that  she  is 
unconventional  would  be  putting 
it  mildly  and  yet  one  must  admit 
that  a  secretary  who  takes  dic- 
tation swinging  from  a  chandelier, 
taking  shorthand  with  her  toes, 
and  at  the  same  time  transcribing 
on  to  the  typewriter  with  her  hands 
is  unconventional.  It  sounds  silly 
and  it  is,  but  you'll  like  it. 


Farmer:  "Are  you  going  a    long 


way 


y 


Niagara  Falls  Tourists  Prefer 
This  Buffalo  Hotel 

CANADIANS  like  the  home-like  comfort 
of  this  modern,  fire-proof  hotel,  with 
its  complete  service,  attractive  outside 
rooms  and  excellent  cuisine. 

Hotel  Lenox  is  not  too  large  for  personal 
attention  to  guests — 250  rooms.  Quietly 
situated,  convenient  to  shops,  clubs  and 
theatres.  The  rates  are  moderate — 32.00 
to  35.00  per  day  for  single  rooms;  33.00  to 
37.00  per  day  for  double  rooms. 

Special  taxi  service  to  the  Hotel.  Ask 
the  VanDyke  Agent  at  the  Station  or 
Wharf. 

Motorists  follow  Main  Street  or  Dela- 
ware Avenue  t(  North  Street. 

On  the  Emp're  and  Great  Lakes  Tours. 

Write  for  FREE  Road  Guides,  Maps 
and  Hotel  Booklet. 

HOTEL  LENOX 

North  St.  just  west  of  Delaware  Ave. 

BUFFALO,  N.  Y. 
CLARENCE  A.  MINER,  President 


The  Life  and  Times  of  Martha 
Hepplethwaite  is  not  all  about 
Martha.  There  are  essays  on 
"Brides  (June),''  on  "Christmas 
Cards,"  on  "Night  Work,"  on 
"Pants,  Buttons  and  Eyeglasses," 
on  "Buying  Buffaloes,"  and  kin- 
dred subjects.  The  essays  are 
amusing  but  cannot  compare  with 
the  unrestrained  hilarity  of  the 
high  jinks  of  Miss  Hepplethwaite. 

Sullivan  seems  at  times  to  derive 
a  little  from  Donald  Ogden  Stew- 
art and  the  earliest  Leacock,  but 
in  the  main  he  is  simply  Frank 
Sullivan  and  completely  gaga.  The 
first  three  chapters  will  put  you 
in  the  same  condition. 


Snob  (curtly):   "To  hell!" 
Farmer:   "Ah,  back  home?" 

— Kasper,  Stockholm. 


BOVWL 

is  a  Great 
Body  Builder 

Give 
the  Kiddies  Some 
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Five  Canadian  Towns 

{Continued  from  page  31) 

roaring  for  patronage;  French- 
Canadian  politicians  screaming  for 
language  equality;  Ontario  politic- 
ians groaning  over  reduction  in  the 
tariff;  Western  politicians  hollering 
for  Free  Trade,  free  transportation, 
free  loans  for  farmers;  British 
Columbia  politicians  with  Gallo- 
phobe obsessions  .  .  .  Tearful 
editorials  in  the  press  pleading  for 

national  unity  .   .   . 

*        *        * 

Nothing  Could  Be  Fairer  than 
That 

"To  Whom  It  May  Concern — 
Jennie  Oates,  having  left  my 
bed  and  board,  I  am  not  respon- 
sible for  any  debts  contracted 
only  by  myself." 

— Ad  in  N.Y.    Times. 

*  *      # 

Inside  Looking  Out 

"Away  back  in  1904,  one  hot 
day  in  September,  a  two-headed 
school-boy  peeked  through  the 
cracks  of  the  fence  surrounding 
the  old  fair  grounds  at  San 
Angelo." 
— Paragraph    in    a    San    Antonio 

Paper 

*  *      * 

Changeable 

"If  you  are  going  to  Prescott  or 
Jerome  early  Tuesday  morning 
and  can  carry  from  200  to  300 
pounds  extra,  please  communi- 
cate with  Miss  H.  at  Arizona 
Republican." 

— Arizona  Republican  (ad.). 
Will     somebody    please    furnish 

this  lady    with    a    reliable    set    of 

scales? 


THE 

DIET  KITCHEN 

TEA  ROOMS 

72  and  80  WEST  BLOOR  ST. 

BREAKFAST 

LUNCHEON 

AFTERNOON  TEA 

DINNER 

Sunday  night  supper  will  be 
served  in  Annex  until  9.30 

Telephone:  R.  4382 


"Meytan 

London  Cigarettes 

"There's 
something 
about  them 
yoiflllike" 

ZOfor 

\      35^ 


JourTare^toii 

PlPe  SMOKING  MIXTURE 


Murder  Will  Out 

"When  Miss  Ederle  touched 
bottom  at  Kingsdown,  her  first 
concern  was  for  the  landing  of 
the  tug  Alsace  which  had  con- 
veyed her  across." 

— Philadelphia  (Pa.)  Ledger. 
Somebody  is  always  spilling  the 
beans. 


"Do  you  suffer  from  thirst?" 
"Suffer?     Certainly    not!      It    is 
my  greatest  pleasure." 

— Kasper,  Stockholm. 


Transportation    in    the    Great 
Republic 

"Godfrey  Panko  went  to  Lincoln 
Monday  morning  and  returned 
on  42  in  the  afternoon,  bringing 
Mrs.  Panko  with  him.  She  is 
still  weak  from  the  operation." 

— News  in  the  Sterling(N eb .) Sun. 

*  *      * 

Sailors  Beware 

"A  sailor  was  killed  at  Gulfport, 
when  he  came  into  contact  with 
a  live  wife." 

— Item    in    Wilmington  newspaper. 

*  *      * 

The  Charming  Contortionist 

"Nevertheless  she  could  not  help 
but  smile  a  little  through     her 
ears. 
— Nashville    (Tenn.)     Presbyterian 

Advance. 

*  *     * 

Fitting 

"A  double  funeral  for  George 
Holder,  who  killed  himself  and 
then  pointed  the  revolver  to  his 
own  heart  and  fired  Saturday 
morning,  was  held  yesterday." 
— Richmond (Va.)  News-Letter. 
A    double-died   villain. 
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Prizes  Reward 


Enter  Goblin's  New  Con 


i 


Over  $3,000  in  Free  Prizes— a  Chrysler  Sedan  and  74 
more  Prizes.   Many  will  win,  why  not  you? 


$3,000  IN  FREE  PRIZES 
75  PRIZES  IN  ALL 

FIRST  PRIZE— If  a  three  dollar 
subscription  is  sent  in,  will  be  a 
Chrysler  "50"  four-door  sedan,  val- 
ued at  $1,200.00  plus  ten  times  the 
three  dollar  subscription.  Total 
$1,230.00. 


FIRST  PRIZE— If  a  $2.00  subscrip- 
tion is  sent  in.  will  be  $800.00  plus 
ten  times  the  two  dollar  subscrip- 
tion.     Total,    $820.00. 

FIRST  PRIZE— If  a  $1.00  sub- 
scription is  sent  in,  $400.00  plus  ten 
times  the  one  dollar  subscription. 
Total,    $410.00. 

Ten  times  the  amount  remitted  by 
the  first  prize  winner  up  to  $30.00 
in  subscriptions  will  he  given  in 
addition  to  the  first  prize  in  accord- 
ance with  the  rules  and  regulations 
of  the  contest.  The  more  money 
sent  in  for  subscriptions  the  greateT 
the  prize  will  be. 


&£« 
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SECOND  PRIZE— Val 
ued  up  to  $565.00,  i 
Credenza  Orthophoni 
Victrola,  worth  $385.0i 
plus  six  times  th 
amount  sent  in  up  t 
thirty   dollars. 

THIRD  PRIZE— Value 
op  to  $378.00.  Bosc 
Radio  Set,  worth  $228.0 
plus  five  times  th 
amount  sent  in  up  t 
$30.00. 


FOURTH  PRIZE— Va 
ued  up  to  $205.0<  \ 
Consolette  Model  Orthc 
phonic  Victrola,  wort 
$115.00,  plus  three  tim. 
the  amount  sent  in 
to  $30.00. 


! 


FIFTH  PRIZE— Valu<; 
up  to  $140.00.  $80.1. 
plus  two  times  tl 
amount  sent  in  up  I 
$30.00. 


SIXTH 
cash. 


PRIZE— $75.», 


SEVENTH     PRIZE 
$60.00    cash. 


EIGHTH      PRIZE 
$35.00  cash. 


NINTH 

cash. 


PRIZE— $20. 


Second  Prize 

This  Credenza  Orthophonic  Vic- 
trola, valued  at  $385,  goes  to  the 
winner  of  second  prize,  together 
with  other  cash  awards. 


THE  PROBLEM 

The  problem  is  to  add  together  all  of  the  numbers  shown  above.     Each  figure  is 
clearly   indicated,  and   they   run  from   two  to   nine;   the  sixes  have  a   curved   stem;   the 
nines   a    straight   stem;    all   are  single  numbers,   there  are:   no   combinations;    add   them 
as  if  each  figure  stood  one  above  the  other  in  a  single  column. 
CORRECT  ANSWER  UNKNOWN 

To  guarantee  to  everyone  taking  part  in  this  contest  that  no  one  holds  the  correct 
answer  to  the  puzzle,  several  figures  were  erased  before  the  puzzle  form  was  printed. 
These  figures  were  removed  by  the  following  gentlemen :  Messrs.  Perry  J.  Giffen,  of 
Toronto  Star  Weekly;  S.  P.  Stuart,  of  the  Winnipeg  Free  Press  and  Prairie  Farmer; 
and  J.  E.  McDougall,  Managing  Editor,  Goblin  Magazine,  who  have  kindly  consented 
to  act  as  judges  of  the'  contest.  The  figures  were  removed  from  the  chart  at  different 
times,  and  each  party  holds  the  number  which  he  erased.  No  one  knows  just  what 
numbers  were  erased.  Notes  of  the  missing  figures  were  made  and  are  now  under 
lock  and  seal.  When  the  contest  is  over,  the  numbers  erased  from  the  puzzle  chart 
will  be  added  together  and  subtracted  from  the  original  total.  The  contest  department 
knew  the  correct  answer  before  the  figures  were  taken  out,  but  now  nobody  knows 
the  correct  answer.  The  answer  now  will  be  the  total  number  of  figures  appearing  in 
the  puzzle  chart  above. 

There  are  no  tricks  to  this  contest.  It  is  purely  a  matter  of  skill  in  finding  all 
numbeTs  shown  and  then  adding  correctly.  We  wish  it  clearly  understood  that  there 
are   no   figures    hidden    in   the   background.      Every    number    can    be   plainly    seen. 


TENTH  TO  TWENT 
FIFTH  PRIZES— $10. 
cash. 


TWENTY  -  SIXTH       TO       THIRT 
SIXTH   PRIZES— $5.00   cash. 

THIRTY-SEVENTH  TO  SEVENTH 
FIFTH  PRIZES  —  A  ONE-YE/' 
SUBSCRIPTION    TO    "GOBLIN." 


Third  Prize 


The    famous    Amberola    Bosch 
tube  Receiving  Set,  valued  at  $228. 
together  with  cash  awards  noted  e' 


.. 


We   where,    goes   to   the    winner   of    th  I 
would  suggest  cutting  the  puzzle  in   dozens  of  pieces  and  then  checking  off  the   figures    place  in  contest, 
from   the   small   clippings.      Everyone,   except   employes   of    Goblin,    is   entitled    to    enter 
this  contest.     The  degree  of  your  care  and   skill  will  determine   the  prize  which   you 
will  win. 

The  ONLY  requirements  for  entry  to  contest  are  those  below.     You  will  note  their 
extreme  simplicity,  and  a  careful  reading  now  will  avoid  any  possible  confusion  later. 
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Your  Skill 

test  To-day 


GENERAL  RULES 

l'o  enter  contest  it   is   necessary   to   en- 

ie  at  least  a  one  dollar,  four  months' 
iscription  to   Goblin. 

ook  now  at  the  prize  list  at  the  top  of 
,  page.  Notice  how  the  value  of  your 
se  is  increased  by  sending  in  a  full 
r's  subscription  to  Goblin  and  subscrip- 
ts from  your  friends. 

,  contestant  can  solicit  friends  for  sub- 

ptions  and  for  such  subscriptions  he  or 
will  be  entitled  to  submit  solutions 
the  puzzle ;  also  those  who  subscribe 
jugh  a  contestant  may  submit  solutions 
the  puzzle.  Get  your  friends  to  help 
get  subscriptions. 


l11   entries    must    be    accompanied   by    a 

^ 'h  subscription,  otherwise  they  will  not 
H  accepted.  All  entries  are  registered 
Hi  cannot  be  changed  once  they  are 
11  rived  at  the  contest   department. 

si 

Allot  more  than  one  of  the  regular  prizes 

be  won  by  the  same  person.  A  con- 
ant,  however,  may  win  one  of  the 
I'cial  prizes  offered  for  early  solutions 
"(the  puzzle  and  at  the  close  of  the  con- 
*•;  the  same  contestant  may  win  one  of 
1  regular  prizes. 

t    is   not    necessary   for   a    contestant    to 

"d  in  the  limited  amount  of  subscription 
ney  at  one  time.  Accurate  records  are 
it   and    every    time   a    contestant    makes 

Iremittance  the  amount  will  be  added 
ithe  previous  amount  which  a  contestant 
I  to  his   or   her   credit. 

onteslants     can     send     in     a     different 

Iwer  to  the  puzzle  each  time  they  make 
emittance,  but  only  one  correct  answer 
1  be  awarded  a  prize. 

MIxtra   puzzle   forms    may   be   secured   by 

Iting  to  the  contest  department.  These 
Ims  are  free  and  a  contestant  can  have 
many  as  required. 

("he    full    amount     of     the     subscription 

ijst  be  sent  direct  to  the  Goblin  contest 
Jiartment.  All  money  orders,  cheques  or 
i  ta]  notes  must  be  made  payable  to  the 
blin  Magazine,  10  Adelaide  St.  E., 
ronto  2. 

f  a   contestant    is    in    doubt   about    any 

the  figures,  the  contest  department  will 
glad  to  answer  any  questions.  Simply 
iw  a  circle  around  the  figures  that  do 
b  seem  clear  to  you  and  send  them  to 
•  contest  department.  You  will  receive 
^  answer  to  your  question  by  return  mail 
1  another  puzzle  form. 

If  the  correct  answer  is  not  sent  in  by 

1/  contestant,  the  prizes  will  be  awarded 
the  nearest  correct  solutions. 

Hurry!  Hurry! ! 


This  Chrysler  "50"  four-door  sedan,  valued  at  $1,200,  will  be  awarded  the 
winner  of  this  great  new  GoblSn  contest,  together  with  cash  awards  noted 
below.  The  prizes  are  now  awaiting  you.  Your  own  efforts  will  determine 
the  prizes  with   v/hich  you   will   be   rewarded. 


In  the   event   of   a   tie,   a   second   puzzle 

will  be  mailed  which  will  be  as  solvable 
as  the  first  puzzle.  Only  those  tieing  for 
the  first  prize  wil  be  permitted  to  solve 
the  second  puzzle,  if  required.  Should 
more  than  one  person  submit  the  correct 
solution  to  the  second  puzzle,  the  prizes 
will  be  equally  divided  among  those  tieing. 
No  cash  remittance  will  be  accepted  on  a 
second  puzzle. 

The  closing  date  of  the  contest  is  March 

15th,  1927,  but  contestants  are  advised  to 
send  in  their  answers  as  soon  as  they 
have  finished  them.  Special  prizes  are 
offered  for   early  solutions   to  the  puzzle. 

In      entering      the     contest,      contestants 

agree  to  abide  by  the  rules  and  regulations 
of  the  contest.  The  Goblin  contest  de- 
partment has  the  right  to  amend  or  add 
to  the  rules  of  this  contest  if  necessary, 
for  the  protection  of  the  interest  of  both 
the  contestants  and  this  magazine.  The 
right  is  also  reserved  to  refund  subscrip- 
tions and  to  disqualify  any  contestants 
whom   they  consider   undesirable. 


SPECIAL  PRIZES 

$50.00  in  cash  will  be  given  to  the  candi- 
date sending  in  the  correct  or  nearest  cor- 
rect answer  to  the  puzzle  postmarked  not 
later   than   February   3rd,   1927. 

Further  prizes  of  $25.00,  $15.00  and  $10.00 
will  be  awarded  those  contestants  securing 
the  second,  third  and  fourth  nearest  solu- 
tions  by  February   3rd. 

In  case  of  a  tie,  the  special  prizes  will  be 
equally    divided    among    those   tieing. 

A  contestant  winning  a  special  prize  will 
not  be  barred  from  winning  one  of  the  regtP- 
lar  prizes.  Special  prize  winners  will  be 
announced   along    with    the    regular   prizes. 


A  Child  Brain  Developer 

Parents :  Encourage  your  children  to  try 
the  puzzle.  Every  bright  boy  or  girl  will 
be  delighted  to  work  out  the  problem.  As 
a  brain  developer  it  cannot  be  beaten.  Par- 
ents may  help  the  children  work  out  the 
problem.  Young  and  old  will  find  it  pleas- 
ant and   profitable   pastime. 


GOBLIN 

"Goblin"  is  the  nation's 
funnybone.  Each  month  it 
rocks  Canada  with  its  merry 
drawings,  its  funny  verse  and 
droll  humor.  It  is  clean  as 
soap  and  lively  as  a  bounding 
ball.  Thousands  are  now  reg- 
ular readers  of  your  only  Can- 
adian humorous  pubication. 
You  secure  many  times  your 
investment  in  good  fun  for 
your  subscription  and  in  ad- 
dition, if  you  are  accurate, 
will  win  one  of  the  valuable 
prizes.  Enter  this  best  of  all 
contests  now  and  send  in 
enough  to  qualify  for  the  full 
amount  of  the  prizes. 


SOLUTION  BLANK  TO  BE  USED  BY  CONTESTANTS 

This  blank  must  be  used  when  sending  subscriptions  and  solutions. 

MY  ANSWER  TO  THE  PROBLEM  IS 

Gentlemen: 
Kindly  enroll  my  name  as  a  contestant  in  your  puzzle  contest. 

I  am  enclosing  herewith  the  sum  of  $ ,  which  kindly 

place  to  my  credit,  both  as  entrance  fee  to  the  contest  and  as  a 
paid-up  subscription  to  Goblin  for  the  following  party  or  parties: 


SUBSCRIPTION 

PRICE 

LIST 

$1.00 

-    4 

Months 

2.00 

-    8 

Months 

3.00 

-    1 

Year 

5.00 

-    2 

Years 

7.00 

-    3 

Years 

9.00 

-    4 

Years 

10.00 

-    5 

Years 

SUBSCRIBER'S  NAME 


ADDRESS 


NEW  OR  OLD     AMOUNT 


Is  this  your  first  solution  to  the  puzzle? How  much  money  have  you 

(YES  OR  NO) 

sent  in  to  date? If  this  solution  wins  a  prize,  send  it  to 

(NAME  AND  ADDRESS  TO  BE  PRINTED) 
NOTE — Be  sure  that  you  answer  all  questions  on  this  form. 

ADDRESS  ALL  REPLIES  TO: 

The  Contest  Department,  care  of  The  Goblin,  10H  Adelaide  Street  East,  Toronto,  Ont. 


Remember  by  sending  in  your  solution  early  you  have  a  chance  of  winning 
extra  money  in  one  of  the  SPECIAL  PRIZES. 
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David  and  Jonathan  sat  propped 
against  the  wall. 

"Do  'im  in,"  said  David. 

"Betcha!"  agreed  Jonathan. 

"Soak  'im,"  suggested  David. 

"Crown  'im,"  supplemented 
Jonathan. 

In  the  other  room  all  was  not 
quite  so  satisfactory.  The  knight 
and  his  squire  had  more  or  less 
fallen  asleep.  Mr.  Snell  was  en- 
gaged in  restoring  life  by  means  of 
cold  towels. 

"Get  up,"  said  Ezekiel.  "The 
hour  has  struck.  The  pearly  is 
here.   On  to  the  field  of  honour!" 

"Grrumph!"  replied  Mr.  Post- 
hack. 

'  Smatterthu  anyway?"  asked 
Ezekiel.  "Are  you  scared  of  him?" 

The  effect  was  all  that  could  be 
hoped.  The  knight  and  "his  hench- 
man got  mostly  to  their  feet. 

"On  to  the  field  of  honour!" 
cried  Ezekiel. 

"Fiel'  of  honour,"  cehoed  Andy, 

"Fielfonor!"  re-echoed  the 
second. 

Johnny  and  his  driver  were 
already  in  their  cars.  It  was 
hazily  agreed  to  drive  to  a  certain 
spot  just  outside  the  city. 

Andy  and  his  man,  with  Ezekiel 
in  the  car,  arrived  first.  They 
waited.    Ezekiel  got  out. 

"Gonna  soak  'im  plenty,"  said 
Andy. 

But  Johnny  and  his  second  were 
not  there. 

Mr.  Everson  returns  refreshed. 

"Default,"  said  Andy.  "Win  by 
default." 

With  a  roar  the  other  taxi 
arrived.  Johnny     sprang     out, 

brandishing  surprisingly  a  brace  of 
heavy  army  revolvers.  "Gottem 
at  my  place,"  he  shouted  uncer- 
tainly. "Wonderful  little  things 
for  a  duel." 

"Won'ful,"  agreed  both  cabmen. 

"Won'ful,"  acquiesced  Andy 
solemnly. 

But  a  sudden  pallor  had  whiten- 
ed the  face  of  Mr.  Ezekiel  Snell. 
He  strode  to  one  side  and  began 
earnestly  to  commune  with  him- 
self. Then,  with  the  air  of  a 
martyr,  he  more  or  less  sprang 
forward.  "No,"  he  cried,  "this 
thing  must  not  be." 

But   they   were   pacing   out    the 


An  Affair  of  Honour 

(Continued  from  page  17) 

field.  Johnny  fired  his  revolver  in 
the  air.  Everyone  jumped.  "To 
see  if  it  works,"  Johnny  commented 
happily.  The  principals  were 
taking  their  places,  supported  by 
their  respective  seconds. 

"Stop,"  cried  Ezekiel.  "You 
mustn't." 

Andy  and  Johnny  levelled  their 
pieces  in  the  general  direction  of 
one  another. 

"Hurrah,"  sang  out  Andy's 
second  happily,  as  he  held  his 
reeling  master  in  place. 

"Let  'er  go,"  shouted  the  other 
trusty. 

And  then  despairingly  and  with 
great  dramatic  intent  Ezekiel  ran 
stumblingly  between  the  com- 
batants. 

He  raised  one  of  his  hands.  He 
cried:  "Into  my  own  bo-wy,  bc-ey 
— into  my  own  body  will  I  take  the 
bullets." 

"Hey,  you,"  called  Andy,  "get 
out  of  the  way." 

"Go  on,"  shouted  Johnny.  "Go 
on  away."  He  attempted  to  squint 
along  his  vacillating  firearm. 

"Fire,"  cried  Ezekiel,  stumbling 
about  between  them. 

Johnny's  second  had  a  great 
idea.  He  began  to  tug  his  principal 
off  to  one  side  of  the  field  where  he 
could  get  a  pot  at  Andy. 

But  Mr.  Snell  followed  determ- 
inedly. He  staggered  between 
them. 

The  two  would-be  combatants 
began  to  run  back  and  forth  to 
avoid  Mr.  Snell. 

Mr.  McDougall  gets  the  dirty  job 
of  finishing  it. 

It  was  useless.  Mr.  Snell  was 
determined  on  martyrdom.  After  a 
series  of  wild  manoeuvres,  all 
fruitless,  Andy  approached  him. 

"Say,"  he  began,  gesticulating 
with  the  revolver  in  the  general 
direction  of  Ezekiel,  "whose  duel  is 
this  anyhow?  Get  outa  the  road  or 
I'll  sock  you  on  the  nose.  Stand 
aside." 

"Never!"  said  Ezekiel.  "Let  me 
be  the  one  to  die!" 

"Get  out!"  shouted  Andy. 

"I  won't!"  shouted  Ezekiel. 

A  scramble  ensued  in  which 
Ezekiel  somehow  managed  to 
appear  on  top.  He  was  pulled  off 
by  a  strong  hand.     It  was  Johnny. 


"What's  the  idea  beating  up  my 
friend?"  he  bellowed. 

Ezekiel  had  barely  time  to  gain 
his  feet  when  Johnny  knocked  him 
down.  ^ 

"Nobody's  gonna  [beat  up  Andy 
Posthack  while   I'm  around.    See!" 

Ezekiel  got  painfully  up  again. 

"Look  here,"  he  began,  putting 
a  hand  on  Johnny's  shoulder. 

"You  leave  Johnny  alone,  you 
big  stiff!"  cried  Andy. 

There  was  no  order  of  preced- 
ence in  the  blows  Ezekiel  received. 
At  first  it  was  easy  to  tell  which 
were  Johnny's  and  which  were 
Andy's  but  soon  all  were  blended 
in  an  effect  like  a  pile-driver  with  a 
machine  gun  attachment.  How- 
ever, it  was  soon  over. 

Andy  and  Johnny  regarded  each 
other. 

"Eggs  and  coffee,"  said  Andy. 

"Betcha!"  said  Johnny. 

Slipping  the  revolvers  into  their 
pockets,  arm  in  arm,  they  left  the 
field  of  honour.  The  two  seconds 
regarded  the  retreating  figures. 
They  looked  at  each  other. 

"Say,"  said  Johnny's  second, 
"ain't  there  gonna  be  no  fight?" 

"Sure  there  is,"  said  Andy's 
second. 

"When's  it  start?"  asked  the 
first. 

"Right  now!"  said  the  other, 
landing  a  neat  one  under  his 
friend's  right  eye.  And  the  fight 
was    on.        It    was    too    bad    that 

Ezekiel  was  unable  to  see  it. 

*  *        * 

Algy:  What  becomes  of  your 
lap  when  you  stand  up? 

Reggy:  It  retires  to  the  rear 
and  bobs  up  under  an  assumed 
name.  — Virginia  Reel. 

*        *        * 

A  Scrappy  Family 

"Wanted:  Experienced  house- 
keeper; good  wages;  two  in 
family;  good  referee  essential. 
Ra.  1305-M." 

— Newark  (Ohio)  Advocate. 

*  *     * 

Journalistic     Candor 

"Prior  to  her  decision  the  gover- 
nor conferred  with  her  husband, 
James  Ferguson,  who  had  done 
most  of  her  campaigning  and  some 
of  their  friends." 
— Des   Moines  (Iowa)   Register. 


The  Thrill  of  the  Game ! 


C.G.E.  Radio  205 

complete   with 

Radiotrons, 

$140 

Easy  terms  arranged 

Buy 

Where  You 

See  This  Sign 


YOU'LL  find  it  hard  to  keep  your 
seat  when  the  play-by-play  re- 
port of  the  big  game  comes  in  over 
the  C.G.E.  Radio  205.  There  is  all 
the  life,  action  and  thrill  of  the 
game  in  the  clear  cut  tones  of  Radio 
205.  You  can  hear  the  cheering  of 
the  crowds — the  sound  of  the  band 
— the  graphic  account  of  the  game 
itself — all  with  realistic  volume  and 
clearness. 


And  C.G.E.  Radio  205  is  always 
ready  for  action — instantly  respond- 
ing to  the  touch  of  your  finger  upon 
its  single  control — cutting  out  the 
stations  you  don't  want,  in  three 
degrees  of  the  dial  —  bringing  in 
stations  you  do  want  with  the  full 
volume  of  the  new  UX-171  Power 
Radiotron  that  makes  five  tubes  do 
the  work  of  many  more. 


Made  in  Canada  by 

CANADIAN 


RL-1827 


GENERAL  ELECTRIC  £e 


HEAD  OFFICE    -    TORONTO 

Sales  Offices  in  All  Principal  Cities 
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Look  for  the  Nar 

Look  for  the  name — Good: 
Zipper  Boot  —  on  the  flap, 
get   the   genuine    Zipper    v 
the  patented  Hookless  Faste 
that  will  not   jam,  clog  or  r 


No  impatient  fumbling  with  overshoe  buckles 
for  men  of  pep  and  action — men  who  get 
things  done!  For  these  men — Goodrich 
Zippers ! 

On  and  off  with  a  zip — simple,  easy,  quick 
— that's  what  they  like!  And  so,  on  the 
up-to-the-minute  man  you'll  see  and  admire 
Zippers. 

How  dashingly  neat  they  look — how  comfort- 
able they  feel — what  splendid  service  they 
give! 

Treat  yourself  to  a  pair  of  genuine  Goodrich 
Zippers  for  better-looking,  more  convenient, 
more  efficient  winter  foot  protection. 


Goodrich  Zippers  are  made 
for  men,  women  and 
children  in  half  sizes. 


CANADIAN    GOODRICH   CO.  LTD.,  KITC 


